Looking Gage SC _— 


LONDON AND 


England. 
Made by | JEET 


fold by William Barley,athis 
— 
11917 1 0 


__ — * _—_— "REM * 5 8 5 = _ * I 
ee 8 a — » —B— — — w 2” 


A LOOKING GLASSE FOR. 
Lor.don ard Englar d. 


Crete, 


Enters Ra King of Nimmic, with three Kings of Cid 
of Its 


and Jbl gen, ſtom the ouerthrow of [eroboem 


raſalew. 


l 
* 


4 A looking Glaſſe for London 
Great lewries God that forlde ſtout Benhadab, 
Could not rebate the ſtrength that Raſni brought, 
Fo? be he Godin heauen,yet Nice royes know, 
Raſm ts God on earth and none but he, 
Cicilia. Jflouelyſhape,feature by natures ſkill, 
Paſſing in beautie faire Endymions, 
That Luna w2apt within her ſnowy bꝛeſts, 
D: that ſweet boy that wꝛought bzight Venus bane, 
Tranſſoꝛmde vnto a purple Hiacynth, 
If beautis Nunparcile in excellence, 
Pay make a king match with the Gods in gree, 
Raſni is God on earth, andnone but hee, 

Creet. It martial lokes wꝛapt ina cloud of wars 
Moꝛe fierce then Mars, lightneth fro his eyes 
Sparkling reuenge and dyze diſparagement: 
It doughtie deeds moze haughtie then any done, =_— 
Scald with the ſmile of foztune and of fate, „ 
Matchleſle to manage Lance and Curtelex. 
It ſuch high actions grat d with victozies, 
May make a ing match with the Gods in gre, 
Raſni is God on earth, and none but her. 

3 It Pallas wealth. 

Raſni. Uiceroyes 
Se wheres my filter faire 
Fairer then was the virgin Dania, 
That waits on Venus with a golden ſhow, 
She that hath ſtolne the wealth of Raſnes lokes, 
And tide his thoughts within her lonely lockes, 
She that is lou'd,and loue vnto your King, 
Der where ſhe comes to gratulate my fame, 
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A Looking Ghaſle for London 
Thy ſiſter bozne was fo2 thy wife by loue, 
Bad J the riches nature locketh vp, 
To decke her darling, beautic when ſhe ſmiles, 
Raſin ſhould pzancke him in the pꝛide of all. 

Raſin. Remelias lone is farre moze either pꝛilde, 

Then leroboams oꝛ the woz!ds ſubduc, 
Loꝛdings ile haue my weddings ſumptuous, 
Made gloꝛious with the treaſures of the woꝛld. 
Ile fetch from Albia ſhelues of Pargarites, 
And ſtrip the Indies of their Diamonds, 
And Tyre ſhall yeeld me tribute of her gold, 
To make Remelias wedding gloꝛious, 


Ile ſend foz all the Damoſe ll Qutenes that liue 
Within the reach of Naſins gourrnment, 
To wait as hand-maides on Remelia, 
Chat her attendant traine may paſſe the troupe 
What glozied Venus at her wedding day. 
Creete. Dh my Lozd,not ſilter to thy lone, 
Tis inceſt and two fowle a fact fo: Kings, 
Nature allowes no limits to ſach luſt, (Lozd, 
Rada. Pzeſumptuous Uiceroy darſt thou check thy 
Oz twit him with the lawes that nature lowes, 
Is not great Raſin aboue natures reach, 
God vpon earth,and all his will is law, | 
Creet. Dh flatter not,foz hatefull is his choice, 
And ſiſters loue will vlemiſh all his woꝛth. 
Radag. Doth not the vzightneſle of his maieſtie, 
Shadow his devs from being counted faults, 
Raſn, Well haſt thou anſwered within Radon, 
J une thee fo2 thy learned @ophiſtri, 
But thou of Creet that countercheckft thy King, 
Packe hence in exile,Radagon the Crowne, 
Inn OA 
e me not in my thoughts may , 
; Foz from a beggar haue J bzought thee vp, 
And gracſt the with the honour ofa Crowne, 
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„ overbeypuys 
b ther vnto Niniuie, 
ö 
Pampꝛed in wealth, and ouergrowne 
As Sodome and Gomortha full of in, t 
The Lozd lokes downe,and cannot ſie one god, 

Not one that coucts to obey his will, 
But wicked all, from Cradle to the Cruch. 
Note then Olcas all their greuous fines, 
And ſ the wꝛath of God that paies revenge. | 
And when the ripeneſſe of their ſin is full, 
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A Looking Glaſſe for London 
Loe J haue b2ought thee vnto Nimiuie, 
The rich and royall Citie of the waald⸗. 
Pampꝛed in wealth, and ouergrowne with pꝛide, 
As Sodome and Gomorrha full of un, 
The Lozd lokes downe, and cannot ſer one god, * 
Not one that coue ts toobey his will, 
But wicked all, from Cradle to the Cruch. 
Note then Oſcasall their greuous ſinnes, 
And ſe the wꝛath of God that paies renenge. 
And when the ripeneſle ol their ſin is full, - 
And thou haſt wzitten all their wicked thꝛough, 
Ile carry thee to lewry backe againe, | 
Andſeatc the in the great leruſalem, 
There ſhalt thou publiſh in her open ſtreetes, 
That God ſends downe his hatefull wzath foz ſing 
Dn luch as neuer heard his P;ophets ſpeake, 
moze will he inflict a wozld of 
EE 
Dit thee Olcas pondꝛing in the ſpirit, 
The mightineſle of rheſe fond peoples ſinnes, | 
Oſcas. Wremen 1 
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ſterie of a pot of Ale, 
2, ZUcil ſaid $2mith,that croſt him auer the thumbs. 
Clowne. III 


ſhould pꝛeſentiy oppꝛopꝛious termes. 

Peter, Peter, put vp thy ſwozd J paithic heartily into thy ſt 
bard, hold in your rapier, fo2 though J haue not a long reach 
haue aſhozt hitter, Nay then gentlemen ſtay me,foz my ch, 
begins to riſe againſt him, fo marke the woꝛds a paltry n 

— — — buy ey 
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upon my friend. in their defence, J gine ther this curſe, 
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1. Clowne. Ipaithie @mith is your occupation ſd excellci 
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Idle for London 

à Cuckold. * 
« Yer cald your father couſin, paltry ſmith, 
-02d thou halt defaced their wozthipfull occus 


"s how? 

ſtand to it, that a Smith in his kinde is a Phi⸗ 

aon anda Barber. Foz let a Yozſe take a cold, aꝝ 
ith the dots, and we ſtraight gine him a potion oz 

, © 3phiſicall maner that he mends ſtraight, if 
ward diſeaſes, as the ſpuing, ſplent, ring-bone, 
. .2 faſhion,oz ſir a galledbacke, wo let him blode clap 
r to him with a peſtilente, that mends him with a ve- 
zeance, now if his mane grow out of ozder,and he haue 
Uious haires, we ſtraight to our ſheeres and trum him 
hat cut it pleaſe vs,picke his eares and make hum neat, 
2 inv#d lr, we are ſlouings fo; one thing, we neuer vie 
» muſk-balls to waſh him with, and the reaſon is ſir,becauſe 


lowne. Well firrha, leane off theſe 
ging vs to the beſt Ale in the Towne. Þ 
u ſir J haue a feate aboue all the @mythes in Nunnne, fog fir 
am a Philoſopher that can diſpate of the nature of Ale, fo; 
Ike you ſir, a pot of Ale conſiſts of foure parts, Imprimis ths 
e, the Toaſt, the Ginger,and the Nutmeg. 
Clowne, Excellent. 
e Ale is areſtozatiue,bzead is a binder, marke you fir two ex⸗ 
ellent points in philicke, the Ginger, oh ware of that, the phi⸗ 
loſophers haue wzitten of the nature of ginger, tis 
in two degres,you ſhal here the ſentence of Galen, it wil maks 
a man belch,cough,and fart, and is a great comfozt tothe hart, 
a pꝛoper poeſie J pꝛomiſe vou, but nov to the noble vertue of 
the Nutmeg, it is ſaith one Ballad J think an Engliſh Roman 
was the authour, an vnderlayer to the hꝛainex, foz when the 
Ale ginss a buffet to the head, oh the Nutmeg rhat kuepes him 
fo2 while in temper, 
Thus you lk the Wſeiptionof the verturatapoter Ale, natwli 
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and England. 

to put my philical pꝛecepts in pzactiſe 1. 

any further. 4 

Why ſceing I haue the Ale, who is 
wenches, foz take this of me, a cup. 
wench, why alaſſe tis like an egge without ſalt,v, «3 
without muſtard, - 

Lead vs to the Ale, werle haue wenches inough A w- . 


Oſeas. Iniquitie ſeekes out companions ſtill, 
And mortall men are armed to do ill: 
Londonlooke on,this matter nips thee neere, 
Leaue off thy ryot, pride and ſumptuous cheere. 
ſpare not at the doore, 


Enters the Vſurer, a yoong Gentleman, and 
a poore man. | 
Vſarer. Come on,J amenery day troubled with theſe nadie 
— what newes with vou, what wind bzings you hl- 
Gent, Sir J hope how far ſoeuer you make it off, you rement- 
ber to well ta me, that this is the day wherin I ſhould pay you 
mom that x towke vp of you alate in a commonitie. = 
Poore man, And ſir, ſirreuerente of your manhod and gente⸗ 
rie, I haue bꝛought home ſuch mony as you lent me. 
Vſurer. Bou yong Gentle man is my mom readie. 
- Gentle. Truly fir this time was ſo ſhozt , the commoditie ſo 
. —— 
my friend and to fauour me with a longer time, and A wil make | 
Vſurer. Is the winde in that do2c,if thou haſt my mor ſo 
R 
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S laſſe for London 


dr conſider that my lofſc was great by the 
e vp, von knewe fir I bozrowed of vou foztie 
J had tc:1 pounds in money, and thirty pounds 
„ which when J came to ſell againc, Jcould get 
biet fo2 them, fo had I fir but fifteene poundes fo; 
In conff8ration of this ill bargaine , I pzay you lr 
month longer. 

«cr. J anſwered the aſoꝛe not a minute, what haue J to 
do how thy bargain pꝛoued, I haue thy handſet to my boke that 
thou recctuedlt ſoꝛtie pounds of me in mon. 

Gent. A ſir it was your deuiſe that, to colour the tatute, but 
your conſcience knowes what I had. | 

Poore, Friend thou ſpeakeſt Yebzew to him when thou tal- 
keſt to him of conſctence , fo he hath as much conſcience about 
the fozfeyt of an Obligation, as my blinde Pare God bleſſe her, 
bath oner a manger of Dates, 

Gent. Then there is no fauour fir ? 

Vlurer. Come to mozrow to m, and (& how J will vie 


ther. 

Gent. No coue tous Caterpillar, know, that J haue made ex- 
treame ſhift rather then I would fall into the hands of ſuch a ra⸗ 
uening panthar, and therefoꝛe here is thy mon and deliuer me 
the recogniſance of my lands, 

Vfurer. Whata ſpight is this, hath ſped of his Crownes , if 
de had miſt but one halte haurc,what a godly Farme had J got- 
ten foz foztic pounds, well tis my curſedfoztune, Oh haue I no 
fhift to make him foꝛfeit his recogniſance. 

Gent, Come ſir will you diſpatch and tell your mony. 


| Itrikes 4 aclocke. 
Vſurer. Stay, what is this a tlocke foure, let me ſir, to be paid 
betiween the houres of thꝛee and foure inthe acternone, this goes 
right foꝛ me, vou fir, care you not the cloc{e, and haue you not a 
tounterpainc of your Obligation, the sure is paſt, it was to be 
pad between? thre and ſoure, and now the clockt hath ſtcroken 
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hen, fozfoyt of the retog⸗ 
will you foz a minute take fozteyt of my vond, if it were ſofir, 
Vſurer. Why didſt thou not tender thy mony then? if I offer 
thee intury take the latv of me,complaine to the Judge, I will re- 
teiue nu mon. *. | 
Poore. Well fir, I hope you will ſtand my god maifter foz 
v Cow, I bozrowed thirtic ſhillings on her, and foz that haue 
paid you 18. pence a werke, and oz her me ate vou haue had her 
milke, and J tell you ſir, ſhe giue s a godly ſoape: now ſir here is 


your mon. 

Vſurer. Hang beggarly knaue,commeſt to me fo2 a Cow, did 

I not bind her bought and ſold foz a pen, and was not thy day to 

haue paid peſterdap, thou getſt no Cow at my and. 

Poore. No Cow ſir, alaſſe that woꝛd no Cow, goes as cold to 
my heart as a dzaught of (mall dꝛinke in a froſtie moꝛning. No 
Cow fir, why alafle,alaſſe, Þ,Uſurer, what ſhall become of me 
my wile, and my paze childe ? 

Vſurer. n 
tuig with you, gone. 

Poore. Nay but heare vou . Nſurer, no Cow, why ir heres 

pour thirtie ſhillings, J haue paid you 18, pence a werke, i therc- 

foze there is reaſon J ſhould haue my Cow. 

x Vlurer. What pꝛateſt thou, haue I not anſwered the thy day 
bzoken ? 2 
Poore. Why fir alaſſe, my Cob is a Common wealth to 

fo2 lirſt ſir,ſhe allowes me, my wife and ſonne, ſoꝛ to banket our 

ſelues withal, Butter, Cherſe, Whay,Curds,Creame,ſodmilk, 
raw · milke, ſawer · milke, werte · milk, and butter · milke, beſides 
ſir, ſhe laue d me euerp veare a peny in Almanackes, foꝛ ſhe was 
as god to me as a Pꝛognoſtication, if ſhe had but {ct vp her tayls 
and haue gallapt about the meade, my litle boy was able to ſay, 
oh father there will be a ſtoꝛme, her verie taile was a Kalender 
tome,enew tolath mycow, alas n. 
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A looking Glaſſe for London 
Vſurer. J haue other matters to talke on, ſarwell fellowes, 
Gent, TWhy but thou couetous churle, wilt thou not receiue 


thy mony and deliver me my recogniſance? | 
Vſurer. Ile deliuer the none, if J haue wzenged thee, (ke 
thy mends at the law. 


Gent. And ſo J will inſatiable peſant. | 
Poore. And ſir, rather then J will put vp this wozd no Cow, 
J will laie my wiues beſt gowne to pawne, I tell you ſir,when 
the ſlaue vttered this woꝛd no Cow.,it ſtrove to my heart,foz my 
wife ſhall neuer haue one ſo ſit foz her turne againe,foz indeed iir, 
ſhe is a woman that hath her tiudling ſtrings bzoke, 
Gent. What meaneſt thou by that fellow: 
Poorc, Marry ir, ſirreucrence of your manhod, ſhe bzeakes 
winde behinde, and indeed ſir, when ſhe ſat milking of her Cow 
and let a fart, my other Cowes would ſtart at the noyſe, and kick 
downe the milke and away, but this Cow ſir the gentleſt Cow, 
my wife might blolv whillt ſhe burſt, and hauing ſuch god con- 
ditions, ſhall the Tiſurer come vpon me with no Cow: Nay ſir, 
befoꝛe J pocket vp this wo d no Cow, my wines gowne goes to 
— yn Oyj ee RENT #4 
to a King, | c 
Gent. Well TRE 
per. | Ws 39 
Poore. Marry and J will fir : No Cow, well the world gaes 
hard, | Ertan 
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Oſeas. Where hatefull vſurie 
Is counted husbandrie, 
Where mercileſſe men rob the . 
And the necche are thruſt out of doore. 
Where gaine is held for conſcience, 
And mens pleaſures is all on pence, 
Where yong Gentlemen forfeit their lands, 
Through riot, into the Vſurers hands: 
Where pouertic i deſpiſde & pity bariſhed 
And mercy indeed veterly vatulhed, 
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and England. 
Where men eſteeme more of mony then of God, 
Let chat land looke to feele his wrathfull rod. 
For there is no {in more odious in his fight, 
| Then where vſurie defraudes the poore of his right. 
| London take heed, theſe ſinnes abound in thee : 
| = re com plaine,the widowes wronged bee. 
— ſubtiltie are ſpoilde, 
Theplovs — og which they toild 
in rargnes1n thee 6 London every houre, 
Repent and teinpt not thus the —— MEWE 


Enters Remilia.with a traine of Ladies 
in all royaltie. 

Remilia. Faire Queenes, pet handmaids vnto Raſnes lous, 
Tell me, is not my ſtate as glozious 
As lunoes pomp, when tyꝛed with heauens deſpoile, 
Clad in her veſtments, ſſ all with ſtarres, 

She croſt the ſiluer path vnto her Ioue, 
Is not Remilias far moze 
Richt with the pꝛide of natures excellence? 
Then Venus in the bꝛighteſt of her ſhine, 
My haires, ſurpaſſe they not Apollos locks, 
- Are not my Treſſes curled with ſuch art, 
As loue delighis to hide him in their faire? 
Doth not nune eyne ſhine like the mozning lampe 
That tels Anrera when her loue will come? 
Nane J not ſtolne the beautie of the heauens, 
And plat ſt it on the feature of my face ? 
Can any Goddeſſe make compare with me ? 
Oꝛ match her with the faire Remiha? 
Aluida. The beauties þ pꝛoud Paris ſa fro Troy 
Muſtring in Ida fo the golden ball, 
Were not ſo no2giouF as Renulia. 
Remilia, J haue trickt my tramels vp with richeſt balme, 
And made my perfumes of the pureſt Pyꝛre: 
* 


The 
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A looking Glaſſe for London 
The coltly paintings fetryt fro curious Tyre, 
Vaue mended in my face what nature milk, 
Am J not the carths wonder in my lokes? 
Alui, The wonder of the earth t pꝛide of heauen. 
Remilia, Loke Aluidaa haire ſtands not amiſſe, 
Fo2 womens locks are tramels of conceit, 
Thich do intangle lone fo2 all his wiles, | 
Aluid. adam, vuleſſe you cop it trick and trum, 
And plate the ciuil! wanton ere pou perld, 
Smiting diſdaine of pleaſures with pour tongue, 
Patting your pꝛincely Raſni on the cherke, 
TUhen he pꝛeſumes to kilſe without conſent: 
Pou marre the market,beautie nought auailes. 
ou muſt be p:0ud,fo2 pleaſures hardly got, 
Arc ſwerte, if once attainde, . 
Remilia, Faire Aluida, 
Thy tounſell makes Renulia paſſing wile, 
Duppole that thou weart Raſnes mightinelle, 
And J Remilia Pzxnce of excellente. 
Aluida, would be maiſter then of loue and ther. 
Remil. Df loue and me. Pꝛoud x diſvainful king, 
Dar'lt thou pꝛeſume to touch a Deitie, 
Befoꝛe ſhe grace ther with a yelding (mile 2 
Aluida. Tut my Remilia,be not thou ſo cop, 
Say nay, and take it. 
Remilia. Careleſſe and vnkinde, 
Talkes Raſmto Renulia in ſuch ſoꝛt 
As if I did emoy a humane foꝛme: 
Lwke on thy Loue, be hold mine eyes diuine, 
And dar t thou twit me with a womans fault? 
Ah Raſni thou art raſh tu iudge ot me, 
I tell the Flora oft hath wade my lips, 
To lend a Roſe to beautifie her ſp2ing, 
The ſea-Nymphs fetch their lillies from my cherks. 
Then thou vnkind, and hereon would J weepe. 
Alw, And here would Aluidarcſigne her charge, 
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and 

Foz were A dut in thought Th aſſirian King, 
I nerds muſt quite thy teares, with kiſles ſ werte, 
And craue a pardon with a friendly touch, 
You know it adam though J teach it not, 
Che touch J meane, vou ſmile when as you think il. 

Renu. How am I pleaſ d to he ar thy paitty pzate, 
Actoꝛ ding to the humoꝛ of my minde: 
Ab Nymphs, who fairer then Remilia? 
The gentle winds haue wode me with their ſighes, 
The frowning aire hath cleerde when J did ſmile, 
And when I tract vpon the tender graſſe, 
Loue that makes warme the center of the earth, 
Lift vp his creſt to kiſſe Remelias fote, 
Juno ſtill entertaines her amo2ous Ioue, 
With new delights,fo2 feare he loke on me, 
The Phocmix feathers art became my Fanne, 
Fo2 Jam beautics Pharnix in this wozlp, 
Shut cloſe the ſe Curtaines ſtraight andſhadow me, 
Foz feare Apollo ſpie me in his walkes, 
And ſtoꝛne all cyes,to ſee Remibas eyes. 
Nymphes, Bnanchs, ſing. foz Mauors dzawethnigh, 
Vive me in Cloſure, let him long to loke, 
Foz were a Coddcſle fairer then am J, 
Ile ſcale the heauens to pull her from the plate. 

They draw the den Mulicke 
les. 

Aluida, Belcue me, tho ſhe (ay that ſhe is faireſt, 


I thinke my penyſiluer by her leaue, 
Enter Raſni with his Lords in pomp,who make a 
ward about him, with lum the Magi 


i great poinpe, 
Raſni, Magi foz lat of Raſniby your Art, 
Vy Bagicke frame an Arbour out of hand, 
Foz faire Remilia to deſpozt her in, 
Peane-while,J will bethinke me oxrfurther pomp, 
| any 
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The Mag} x ith their rods beate the ground, and from vnder 
the ſame riſeth a braue Arbour, the King retur- 
neth in an other ſute while the Trum- 
pettes ſounde. 


Raſni. Bleſt be ye man of Art that grace me thus, 

And blc.led be this day where Himen hies, 
To iopne in vnion pꝛide of heauen and carth, 

Lightning and thunder vvherevvith Remilia 

is {trooken. 

What wondꝛous thꝛeatning noyſe is this I heare ? 
hat flaſhing lightnings trouble our delights ? 
When J dzaw neare Remelias ropall Tent, 
J waking,d2came of ſoꝛrow and miſhap. 

Rada. Dꝛead not D Ring, at oꝛdinary chance, | 
Theſe arc but common eralations, 
D:awne from the earth, in ſubſtance hote and wie, | 
Oz moiſt and thicke, oꝛ Betco2s combuſt, | 
Patters and cauſes incident to time, 

Inkindled in the firie region firff, 
Tut be not now a Romane Angurer, 
rs the Tent, lake on Remelia, 

ni. Thou haſt confirmd my doubts kinde Radagon. 
Now ope ye foldes where Nucene of fauour ſits, 
Carrying a Net within her curled locks, 
herein the Graces are entangled oft: 
Ope like th imperiall gates where Pherbus fits, 
UWhen as he meanes to woe his Clitia. 
Necternall Cares, ve blemiſhers of bliſſe, 
Cloud not mine eyes whilſt J be hold her fate. 
Renula my delight, che anſwereth not. 

He dravves the Curtaines and findes her ſtroken 

vvith Thunder, blacke. 

Yow pale ? as if berean'din fatall meves, 
The balny bzeath hath left her boſome quite, 


Alool-ing Gbſſe for London 


y Heſperus by tloudie death is blent, 
Uillaines away,fetch Sircopes of the Inde, 
Fetch Balſomo the kind pzeſerue of life, 
Fetch wine of Greece, fetch oiles,fetch herbes,fetch all 
To fetch her life,oz I will faint and die, 
They bring in all theſe and offer, nought preuailes. 
Herbes, Oyles of Inde.alafle there nought pꝛeuailes. 
Shut are the day-bzight eyes, that made me ſe, 
Lockt are the Jems of top in dens of death, 
Vet triumph A on fate, and he on her. 
Malicious miſtreſle of inconſtancie, 
Damd be thy name, that halt obicur d my iop, 


Wilt Jintearcs,wap fo mn 
[ Rada. K GO £68 
| As it no moze were left ſo faire as ſhe ? 
| —————— ar — 
Faire Aluida the Paphlagonian Quirne, 

Woe her, and leaue this weeping fs; the dend. 
Raſ, What woe my ſubiects wife that honozeth me? 
Rada. Tut Kings this meum tuum ſhould not know. 
Is ſhe not faire: Js not her huſband hence? 
Bold, take her at the hands of Radagon. 
A e peate to dꝛiue pour mourne away. 

i. She (miles on me, J ſæ the is mine owne, 
TWWilt thou be Raſnes royall Paramour ? 

Rad. She bluſhing yeelvs content, make no diſpute: 
The King is ſad,and muſt be gladded ſtraight. 
n 
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King out, and ſo they Excant. 
Ofſcas,Pride hath his | ,London looke about, 


Tis not inough in ſhovy to be deuout, 
A Furie novv from heauen to lands vnknovvne, 


Each made the Propbet ſpeak, neo his ovvne 
& 3 
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lie wanton: ſlie, tlus pi ide and vaino attire, 
The ſcales to ſet your tender hearts on fire, 1 
Be faithfull in the promiſe you haue paſt, F 
Liſe Cod will plague and minith at the laſt. 
When luſt is lud in . of wretched life, 
When craft doth dwell in bed of married wife, 
Marke but the Prophets, we that ſhortly ſhowes, 
After death exſpect tor many woes. 


Enters the poore man and the Gentlemau, 
with their Lawier. 

Gent. I need nat ſic-diſcourſe vnto pou the dutie of Lawiers 
in tendering the right cauſe of their Clients, noz the conſcience 
you arc tied vnto by higher command. Therefoze ſuffiſe the Aſu- 
rer hath dane me wꝛong, vou know the Caſe,and god ſir, J haut 
ſtrained my ſelfe to giue pou pour firs, 

Hier. Sir if I ſhould any way negalen ſo maniſeſt a truth, 3 
were to be accuſe d ol open periury,foz the caſe ie euident. 

Poore. And truly ſir, fo2 my caſe, if vou helpe me not ſoz my 
matter, why ſlr, J and my wife are quite vndone, I want my 
meaſe of nulke when J aoe tomy woꝛke, and my boy his bzead 
and butter when he goes to ſchwle, M. Lawier pitie mc,fo2 (arc- 
ly fir, I was faine to late my wines beſt gowne to pawne ſoꝛ 
your fes, when I lokt vpon it ſir, and ſaw how hanſomly it was 
dawoed with ſtatute lace, and what a ſaire mockado Cape it had, 
and then thought how hanſomely it became my wilc, truly fir my 
heart is made of butter, it melts at the leaſt perſetution, q ell on 
werping, but when I thought on the woꝛds the Aiurer gaue me, 
no Cow: then fir, I would haue ſtript her into her ſmocke, but 
I would make him deliuer my Cow ere J had done, therefoze 
god . Lawier ſtand my friend. 

Lawier. Truſt me father, F will do ſoꝛ thee as much as foz 

my ſelte. 
Poore, Are ycu married ſir ? 
Lier. I marrp am J father. | 
L Poore, Lye; gods Bcniſon light on you x your god wiſe, 
and 
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and ſend her that ſhe be neuer troubled with my wines diſeaſe, 

Lawier. Why whats thy wiues diſcaſe 7 

Poore. Trulyfir, ſhe hath two open faults, and one pꝛiuie 
fault, ſir the firſt is,ſhe is to cloquet foz a poze man,andhath her 
woꝛds of Art, fo: ſhe will call me Raſcall, Rogue, Runnagate, 
Uarlct, Uagabond,Slaue,Bnaue, Why alaſle fir, and theſe be 
but holi · day tearmes, but if you heard her woꝛking · day woz2ds, 
in faith fir they be ratlers like thunder ſir, fo2 after the de wwe fol- 
lowes a ſloꝛme, ſoz then am ſure cither to be well buffetted, 0 
my face ſcratcht, oꝛ my head bzoken,and therefoze god P. Law⸗ 
ver on my knees Jaſke it, let me not go home again tomy wife, 
with this wozd, No Cow: foz then ſher will exerciſe her two 
fanlts vpon me with all extremitie. 

Lier. Feare not man, but what is thy wiues pꝛiup fault? 

Poore. Truly fir, thats a thing ot nothing, alalle ſhe indet d 
frreuerence of pour maſterſhip, doth vie to bzeake winde in her 
lle pe. Oh ſir,herc'comes the Judge, and the old Caitife the Uſu- 
rer. 

Enters the Iudge, the Vſurer, and his attendants. 

Vſurer. Sir here is foꝛtie angels foz you, and if at any time 
you want a hundzeth pound oz two, tis readie at your command, 
oz the feeding of thzx oꝛ foure fat bullocks : whereas theſe nerdie 
llaues can reward with nothing but a cap and akner, and therfoze 
I pꝛay you ſir fauour my caſe, 

Iudge. Feare not ſir,Jle do what I can foz you, 

Vſurer. What maiſter Lawier what make you here, mine 
aduerſary fo2 theſe Clients: 

Lawier. o it chancethnow fir, 

Vſurer. Jknow you know the oldP3zoucrbe, He is not wiſe, 
that is not wiſe fo himſelfe. I would not be diſgracſt in this acti- 
on, therefoze here is twentie angels ſay nothing in the matter, 
and what you ſay,ſay to no purpoſc,fo2 the Judge is my friend. 

Lawier. Lctme alone, Ile fit your purpoſe, 
; Judge. Come, where are theſe fellowes that are the plain- 
tifes, What can they ſay againſt this honeſt Citizen our neigh- 
bour , a man of god repozt amongſt all men: 


Poore, 
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Poore. Truly M. Judge, he is a man much ſpoken off, marry 
euery mans cries are againſt him, and eſpecially we, and there- 
foꝛe I thinke we haue bꝛought our Lawier to touch him with as 
much law as will fetch his landes and my Cowe, with a peſti- 

ente. 
| Gent. Sir, I am the other plaintife aud this is my Councel- 
lone, I beſech pour honour be lauourable tome in equitie, 

lud gc. Oh Signot Nizaldo, what can you ſay in this Gentle- 
mans behalfe: | 

Lavvicr. Faith ſir as yet litle god,ſir tell you your obne caſe 
to the Judge, foꝛ I haue ſo many matters in my head, that I haue 
almoſt toꝛgotten tt. 

Gent. Is the winde in that doe, why then my Loꝛd thus, J 
toke vp of this curſed Uſurer , fo2 ſo I may well tearme him, a 
tommoditie of foꝛtie poundes, whereof J recetued ten pounde in 
mony, t thirtie pound in Lute · ſtrings, wherepf J could by great 
frienvſhip make but fiae pounds: foz the aſſurance ofthis badde 
commoditic, I bound him my land in recogniſance,J came at my 
day and tendꝛed him his mony and he would not take it, fo2 the 
redꝛeſſe of my open w2ong, I craue but iuſtice. 

ludge. What ſay you to this ſir? 

Vſurer. That firſt he had no Lute-ſtrings of me,fo2 loke you 
ſir, I haue his owne hand to my bone foꝛ þ reteit of foꝛtie pound. 

Gent. That was fir , but a deuiſe of him to colour the Sta⸗ 
tute. 

ludge. TUell he hath thine owne hand, and we can craue no 
moꝛe in law, but now fir , he ſaies his mony was tendꝛe d at the 
day and houre. 

Vlurer. This is manifeſt contrary fir, and on that J will de⸗ 
poſe, foꝛ here 1s the obligation, to be paide betweene thꝛee x foure 
in the after none, and the Clocke ſtrotc foure beſoꝛe he offered 
it, and the woꝛds be betweene thꝛer and foure, thereſoꝛe to be ten⸗ 
dꝛed befoꝛe fourc, 

Sent. Dir, à was there beſoꝛe foure, x he held me with bꝛab⸗ 
ling till the Clock ſtroke, and then fo2 the bꝛeach of a minute he 
refuſed my money, and kerpe the recogniſance of my land — 
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— Mido peak what is lat;you hane 
your fe, vou haue heard what the caſe is, and therefoze do me iu- 
ſtire and right, Jam a yong Gentleman and ſpeake fo2 my pa⸗ 
trimony. 

Lawier. Faith ſir, che Caſe is altered, you told me it befo2c in 
an other maner, the law goes quite againſt vou, and therfo2c you 
mult pleade to the Judge fo2 fauour, 

Gent. O crecrable bzibery. 

Poore. Faith ſir Judge, IJ pzay vou let me be the Gentlemans 
Counſellour, foz Jcan ſay thus much in his defence, that the U- 
ſurers Clocke is the ſwifteſt Clock in all the Towne, tis ar like 
a womans tongue, it goes euer halfe an houre befoze the time, 
— Maas hes oe" 

Judge, Hold thy pꝛating fellow, and you yong Gentleman, 
this is my wazd,loke better another time both to your bargains 
and to the paiments , foz J mult giue flat ſentence againſt you, 
that fo2 default of tendering the mony betwerne the houres, you 
haue fozferted your recogniſance, and he to haue the land. 

Gent. O inſpeaheable iniuftice. 

Poore, O monſtrous, miſc rable, moth- eaten Judge. 

Judge. Now you fellow, what haue you to ſay ſoʒ your mat- 

ter? 
Poore, Maiſter Lawier, J laid my wiues gowne to pawne 
fo2 your fees, J pꝛay you to this gerre. 

Lawier. Alaſſe pie man, thy matter is out of my head, and 
therefoze J pꝛaꝝ thee tell it thy lelfe, 

Poore. J hold my Cap to a noble, that the Tiſurer hath ginen 
him ſome gold, and he chawing it in his mouth, hath goth twth- 
ache that he cannot ſpeake 
Judge, Well ſirrha,J muſt be thozt,and therefoze ſay on. 
Poore. P. maiſter Judge, I bo2rower of this man thirtie ſhil- 
lings,fo2 which I left hun in pawne my god Cow, the bargaine 
was, de ſhould haue eightcene pence a werke and the Cows milk 
foz vſurie: Now ſir, alone as I had gotten the mony, J bzought 


it him, and bzoke but a dax. W 
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kepes my Cow ſir, 

ludge. Why thou halt giuen ſentence againſt thy ſclfe,foz in 
bꝛeaking thy day thou he ft loſt thy Cow. 

Poore, aſter Lawier now foz my ten ſhillings, 

Lawier, Faith poze man, thy Caſe is ſo bad J ſhall but ſpeak 
againſt ther. NT | 

Poore, were god the J ſhuld haue my ten ſhillings again. 

Lawier. Tis my fee fellow foz comming , wouldft thou haue 
me come fo2 nothing: 

Poore. Why then am J like to goe home, not onely with no 
Cow, but no gowne, this geere goes hard. 

ludge. Vell you haue heard what fauour J can ſhe w you, Þ 
muſt do iuſtice, come Þ.Mizaldo and you fir, go home with me 
to dinner. 

Poore. EWhy but . Judge no Cow, 1 P. Lawier no gowne, 
Then mult A tleane run out ot the Towne. 
Vol chere pou gentleman, you crie no lands to, the Judge hath 
made you a knight foz a gentleman, hath dubd you fir John lacks 
land. N | 

Gent. © miſerable time wherein goldis abone God, 

Poore. Feare not man, J haue yet a fetch to get thy landes 
and my Cow againe, fo2 I haue a ſonne in the Court that is ei⸗ 
ther a king 02 a kings fellow, and to him will J go x complaine 
on the Judge and the Uſurer both. 

Gent. And J will go with thee and intreat him foz my Caſe, 

Poore, But how ſhall I go home to my wife, when I ſhall 
haue nothing to ſay vnto her, but no Cow. Alaſſe ſir my wines 
faults will fall vpon me. | 

Gent, Fearc not, lets go, Ile quiet her ſhalt ſe, 

Exennm, 

Oſeu. Fhe Iudges flic,corruption in your Court, 

The ludge of truth, hath made your 1udgement ſhort, 
Looke ſo to judge that at the latter day, 

Ye be not dg d with thoſe that wend aſtray. 

Who paſſerh iudgement for his private gaine, 

He well may iudge, he is adiudg d topaine. 
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and England. 
Enters the Clowne and all his crew drunłe. 

Clowne. Farewell gentle Tapſter, maiſters as god Ale as 
ener was tapt,loke to your feete,fo2 the Ale is ſtrong, well far- 
well gentle Tapfter. 

1. Ruffian. Why firrha ſlaue, by heauens maker, thinkeſt 
thou the wench loue ther beſt becauſe ſhe laught on ther, giue me 
but ſuch an other woꝛd, and J will thzow the pot at thy head. 

Clowne, pill no dzinke,ſpill-no dzinke, the Ale is god, Ile 
tel you what, Ale is Ale, t ſo Ile commend me to you wich hegr- 
tie tommendations, fare well gentle Tapſter, 

2. Why wherfoze peaſant ſcoꝛnſt thou that the wenchſhould 
loue me,loke but on her, ile thꝛuſt my daggar in thy boſome, - 
1. Rufhan, Wellfirrha well, thart as thart, and ſo ile tas 
2, Why what am J? (ther 

I, Why what thou wilt, a ſlaue. 

2, Then take that villaine, and learne how theu bie me ano- 
ther time, | 

1. Oh Jam llaine. 

2, Thats all one to me, care not,now wil J in to my wench 
and call ſoꝛ afreſh pet, 
Clown. Pay but heare ve, tahe me with ye,foz the Ale is Ale, 
tut a freſh toait Capſter, fil me a pot here is mon, J am no beg- 
gar, Ile follow thee as long as the Ale laſts: a peſtilente on the 
blocks fo me, ſoʒ à might haue had a fall, wel if we thal haue ng 
Ale ile fit me downe, and ſo farwell gentle Taper, 
Here he fals ouer the dead man. 
Enter the King, Aluida,the King of Cilicia,and of Pa- 
phlagonia,with other attendant. 

Raſmi, TUhat ſlaughtred wꝛetch lies bleeding here his laſt? 
So neare the ropall pallauice of the Bing, 
Search out if any ont be biding nie, 

Chat can diſcourſe the maner ol his death, 
SDeate ther faire Alwda,the faire ol faires, 
Let not the otrict once offendthine eyes. 

L. Vetts one ſits here a ſpe my Lo2d, 
Rum. 2 
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Lord. Sirrha pon, heareſt thou fellow: 

Clowne, It vou will fill afreſhpot heres a peny, 92 elſe fare- 

well gentle Tapſter. 

Lord, He ts dzunke mp Loꝛd. 

Raſni. Weele ſpoꝛt with him that Aluida may laugh. 

L. Sirrha thou fellow, thou mult come to the King, 

Clowne. IJ wil not do a ſtroke of woꝛke to day, fo2 the Ale is 
god Ale, and vou can aſke but a penyf(oz a pot, no moze by the ſta- 
tute. 

L. Uillaine heres the Bing, thou muſt come to him. 

Cloun. The king come to an Ale-houſe, Tapſter, fil me the 
pots, wheres the King, is this he: giue me pour hand ſir, as god 
Ale as euer was tapt, vou ſhall dꝛinke while pour (lin cracke. 

Raſm. But heareſt thou fellow, who kild this man? 

Clowne. Ile tell pou fir , if you did taſte of the Ale, all Ni- 
uic hath not ſuch a cup of Ale, it floures in the cup fir, by my troth 
I —— pence beſide thꝛe raſes of ginger, 

ne to my queſtion, how came this man 
ne: 

Clou ne. lain, why Ale is ſtrong Ale, tis huſtap, J warrant 
you twill make a man well, Tapſter ho,foz the King a cup ofale 
and a freſh toaſt, heres two raſes moze. 

Aluida. Why god fellow the King talkes not of dzinke , he 
would haue ther tell him how this man came dead, 

Clone. Deadnay,J thinke Jam aliue pet, and wil dzink a 
ful pot cre night, but here ve, if ye be the wench that fild vs d2ink, 
why ſo do pour office, 4 giue vs a freſh pot, oz if you be the Tap- 
ſters wife, why ſo,waſh the glaſle cleane. 

Aluida. Ye is ſo dzunke my Lozd , teres no talking with 


him 
Clowne. Dzunke, nay then wench J am not dzunke, thart a 
ſhitten queane to call me dzunke, I tell the J am not dzunke, ; 
am a smith J. ' 
Enters the Smith, the Clownes maiſter. | 
Lord. Hir hert comes one perhaps that can tell. 
Suuth. God ſaue pou maſter. 


| 
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Smith. Map it pleaſe your highnefſle,my man here and a true 
of them went to the Ale · houſe, and came out ſo dꝛunke that one 
of them kild another, and now ſir, J am faine toleaue my ſhop 
and come to fetch hum home, 

Raſmi. Dome of pou carry away the dead bodie, dzunken men 
muſt haue their fits,andſirrha Smith hence with thy man. 

Smith. Sirrha vou, riſe come go with me. 

Clowne. It we ſhall haue a pot of Ale lets haue it, heres mo- 
ny,hold Tapſter take my purſe, 

Smith Come then with me, the pot ſtands full in the houſe, 

Clowne, J am foz you, lets go, thart an honeſt Tapſter,wele 


dzinke ſire pots ere we part. By 
| eunt. 
| Raſni, Beautious, moze b2ight then beautic in mine eyes, 
| Tell me faire ſwerting, wants thou any thing? 

Conteind within the thꝛerſold circle of the woꝛld, 

That may make Aluida line full content. 


Aluida. — 9j Pe — 
When as mine eye ſurfets with Raſnes ſight. 
Enters the King of Paphlagonia, male - content. 
Raſni Loke how thy huſband haunts our ropall Courts, 
Yow ſtill his ſight bzeeds melancholy ſtaꝛmes, 
Oh Aluida J am paſſion paſſionate, 
And vext with wꝛath and anger to the death, 
Mars when he held faire Venus on his knee, 
And ſaw the li Smith come from his fozge, 
Lzad not nioze r furrowes in his bzow, 
Chen Raſni hath to ſe this Pa 
Alui. Content ther ſweet, ile thy ſoꝛow ſtraight, 
Reft but the eaſe of all thy thoughts on me, 
And if I make not Raſni blyth againe, 
Chen ſay that womens fancies haue no ſhifts, 
Paplila. @hamſt thou not Raſni though thou beſt a King, 
To ſyzoude adultryin thy ropall ſeate, 
Art thou arch-ruler of great Niniwe, 
D 3 Who 
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cho ſhauldſt excell in vertue as in kate, 
And wꝛongſt thy friend by keeping backe his wife, 


Van? I not battail'd in thy troupes full oft, 
Gaialt Aegypt, Iury, and pꝛoud Babylon, 
Sending my blod to purchaſe thy renowne, 
And is the guerdon of mychinalric, 
Cad:din this abuſing ol my wife, 

Reſtoze her me, oꝛ I will from thy Courts, 
And make diſcourſe of thy adulterous deeds, 

Raſ. Why take her Paphlagon, exclaime not man, 
Foꝛ Jdop2iſe mine honour moze then loue. 

Faire Aluida go with thy huſband home. 

Alui. Bow dare J go,tham'd with ſo dæp miſdeed, 
Renenge will bzoile within my huſbands bꝛeſt, 
And when he hath me in the Court at home, 

Zhen Aluida ſhali fele reuenge foz all. 

Raſni. TUhat ſaiſt thou king of Paphlagon to this? 
Thou heareſt the doubt thy wife doth ſtand vpon, 

If he hath done amiſſe it is my fault, 
I pꝛithie pardon and ſoꝛget all, 

Paphla. If that J meant not Raſni to fo2giuc, 

And quite foꝛget the follies that are paſt, 

I would not vouch her pꝛeſente in my Courts, 

But ſhe ſhall be my Nucenc, my loue, my life, 

And Aluida vnto her Paphlagon 

And lou d, and moꝛe belou d then befoze, 

Raſm. What ſaiſt thou Aluida to this? 

Alu: That will he ſweare it to my Loꝛd the king, 
And in a full carouſe of Greexiſh wine, 

Dunke downe the malice of his derpe reuenge, 

J will go home and lone him new againe. 

Raſm. What anſweres Paphlagon? 

Paphla. That what ſhe hath requeſted I wil do. 

Alui. Go damoſell fetch me that ſwerte wine 
What ſtands within thy Clolet on the ſhelfe, 
Powze it into a Cauding bowle of gold, 


TT 


| 
| 


R 


| X and England. 
Make haſt, why is great Raſni melancholy thus: 

It pꝛomiſe be not kept, hate all foz me. 

Vere is the wine my Lozd,firſtmake him ſweare, 

Paphla. By Ninwes great gods, and Niniwwes great king, 
My thoughts ſhall neuer be to wꝛong my wile, 
And thereon heres a full carowſe to her. 

Au And theres Raſii heres a kiſſe foz thee. 
Now maiſt thou frely fold thine Aluida. 
Paphla. Dh J am dead, obſtrumions of my bzeath 
9 Che poiſon is of wondꝛous ſharpe effec, 
Curſed be all adultrous quenes ſay J, 
And curſing ſo poꝛe Paphlagon doth die. 
Alui. Now haue J not ſalued the ſozrowes of wry 
Baue J not ridariuall of thy loues, 
That ſaiſt thou Raſni to thy Paramour? 


(Lozdz 
Raſni. That fo; this deed ile decke my Aluida, 


| — yr 
| Ale cauſe great Eol perfume all his windes, 
myꝛre and curious Ambergreece, 


When Letchers ſhall be puniſtit for their laſt, 
When Princes plagu d becauſe they are vnialt. 
Foreſce in time the warning belldoth towle, 
Subdue the fleſh, by praicr to ſaue the ſoule. 
London behold the cauſe of others wracke, 
And ſee the ſword of iuſlice at 1 
Deferre not off to morrow is too late, 


| By night he comes perhaps to iudge thy ſtate, Tru 


A looking Gaue tor London 
Enter Ionas Solus. 


lonas. From foꝛth the depth of my impꝛiſoned ſoule, 


Steale pou my ſighes,teſtific my paine, 
Conucy on wings of mine ummoztall tone, 


My zealous pꝛaiers, vnto the ſtarrie thꝛone: 
Ah mercifa!l and iuſt thou dꝛeadfull God, 
Ahere is thine arme to late reuengefull ſtroakes 
Upon the heads af our rebellious race: 
Loc e Iſrael once that flouriſht like the vine, 
Is barraine laide, the beautifull encre aſe 
Is wholly blent,and irreligious zeale 
Incampeth there where vertue was inthzoan'd 
Ah-laſſe the while, the widow wants reliefe, 
The fatherlcfle is wꝛongd by naked need, 
Dcuotion lleepes in ſinders of 
infecs the holie Pꝛieſt, 
Aye me fo2 this, woe me fo theſe miſdeeds, 
Alone J walke to thinke vpon the wozld, 
And ſigh to ſæ thy P2ophets ſo contem d: 
Ah-laſſe contem'd by curſed 1ſraell, 
Pet Ionas reſt content, tis Iſraels ſinne 
That cauſcth this, then muſe no moze thereon, 
But pzay amends,and mend thy owne amiſle. 
An Angell appeareth to Ionas. 

Angel. Amitlui, ſonne, I charge thee muſe no moze, 
(J am)hath power to pardon and coꝛrea, 
To the pertains to do the Lo2ds command, 
Go girt thy loines,and haſt the quickly hence, 
To Ninwie,that mightie Citie wend, 
And ſay this meſſage from the Lozd of hoaſts, 
Pꝛeach vnto them thſe tidings from thy Gov, 
Behold thy wicke dneſſe hath tempted me, 
And pierced thzough the ninefold ozbes of heauen, 
Nepent, oꝛ elſe thy indgement is at hand, 


This 


This ſaid,che Angell variſheth. 
Jonas Pꝛoſtrate I lye befoze the Loꝛd of hoſtes, 
With humble eares intending his beheſf, © 


Ah honourcd be Ichouahs great command, 
Then lonas muff to Nine repatre, 


Commanded as the ol the Lozd, 
Great rangers on this iourny do awaight, 
But dangers none where heanens direc the courſe, 


0 


My minde miſgiuts, to loppa will J flee, 
Andfo2 a white to Tharſus thape my tourke, 


Untill the Loꝛd vnfret his _. ———-»Þ Hp 
Enter cer of Tharſus, a Mais 
ſter and ſore Sailers. | 
M. Come one bzaue merchants now the wind doth ere, 
And ſweetly blowes a gale at Weſt Southweſk, 


Dur vardes a croſle, our anchozs on the ptke, 
what ſhall we hence and take this merry gale ? © 
Mer. Sailers conucy our budgets ſtrait abwzd, 

will recompence pour paines at laff, 


And 

Ff once in ſafetie we may Tharſus fe, 

PÞ.weele feaſt theſe merry mates and ther. 

M. 9pean-while content vont ſelues with Mlycates;” © | 
c a. 


* 
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we bie no pompe, we are the Lozds of ſee, 0 

When Pꝛinces (wet in care, we ſwincke of gle, 

To be our load-ſtars in the lingering night, 

The beauties of Arc turus we tehold, | 

And though the Sailer is no bwke-man held, l 

Ye knowes moꝛe Art then euer boke-men read. | 
Sailer, By heauens well ſaid,in honour of our trade, | 

Lets (& the pꝛoudeſt ſcholler ſtir his courſe 

Oz ſhift his tives as filly ſailers do, | 

Then wil we yeld them p2aiſe,elſc neuer none. | 
Mer. Mell ſpoken fellow in thine owne be halle, 

But let vs hence, wind tarrics none pou wot, 

And tide and tune let llip is hardly got. 

M. March to the hauen merchants, I follow you. 
lonas. Now doth occaſion further my deſires, 

— prague 

Sfaie ſir J pꝛap, and heare a woꝛd oz two. 

—— —— 

engers are 

Ionas. Whether pꝛetend you to imbarke pour ſelues⸗ | 

M. To Tharſus ſir, and here in loppa hauen b 

Dur ſhip is pꝛeſt and readie to depart. 
lonas. May J haus paſſage foz nry mony then? 
M. What not foz mony : pay ten ſilnerlings, 

Pou are a welcome gueſt if ſo you pleaſe. 

Tonas. Hold take thy hire, I follow the my friend, 
M. Where is your budget let me beare it fir, 
Ionas. To one in peace,who ſaile as J do now, 

— . 

Xeant, 


Oſe. When Prophets new inſpirde,preſume to force 
And tie the power of heauen to their conceits, 


When feare, — ſumony, 
Ambition, their thoughts diſgi 
Woe to the — foule, 


—ä — — — 
49634 * 
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— — | 
For lo the Lord at vnawares ſhall plague 
The careleſſe gu his flocks do ſtray: 
The axe alreadie to the tree is (et, 
Beware to terapt the Lord yemen of art. 


f ny © > car" pt 


Me | 

Clcfi. Mother, ſome meat az elle I die foz want. 

Sama. Ah litie boy how glad thy mother would 
Supply thy wants but naked need denies: 

Thy fathers lender poztionan this 0j 1:1, 

By vſuryand falſe deceit is lot. 

No charitie within this Citie bides; 

All fo: themſelues, and none to helpe the pe. 

Clefi, Father ſhall Cleſiphon haue no reliefe : 

Alcon Faith my boy I maſt be flat with the, we mult feed vy⸗ 
on pꝛouerbes now, As neceſſitte hath no law, a churles feaft is 
better then none at all, foz other remedies haue we none, except 
thy bꝛother Radagan helpe vs, 

Samia. Is this thy lender care to helpe our childe? 

Vath nature armde ther to no moze remozle? 
Ab cruell man, unnind, and pittileſſe, 
Come Cleſiphon my bop, ile beg foz thee, | 

Ceſi. Dh how my mothers mourning moucth me: 

Alcon. Nay you ſhall paie mee intereſt fo2 getting the boye 
(wifc)befoze you carry hum woman what can Al- 
con do moze? Ale plucke the belly out of my heart foz thee fwete 
Sami, be not ſo waſpiſh. 
Suma. Ah filly man Jknow thy want is great, 
And foliſh J to craue where nothing is. 
Vaſte Alcon haſtt, make haſte vnto our ſonne, 

Tho ſince he is in fauour of the King, 
helpe this haplefle Gentleman and vs, 
2 toregaine our gods from ty2ants hands. 

Thra, Yane paticnce Samia, waight your weale from heauen, 

The Caro broerie ann pp 2 hope 9.290; Ou 
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To ſuccour innocents in their diftreſſe, 126 D170 2011 wi 2c 
Enters Rada gon,Sohus. l IA. pet ' 
Lo where he comes rrom the imperiall Court, rock! 
Go let vs pꝛoſtrate vs befoze his fete. 5 1 
Alcon, Nay by my troth, ile neuer aſke my ſonne ieſling,.che 
trow, cha taught him his lefſon to know his father, what ſonne 
Radagzon, yfaith boy how doeſt thee e | - 
Rada. Gill aine diſturbe me not, J cannot ſtap. 
Alcon. Tut tonne lie helpe pou of that diſeaſe-quickly, foz 3 | 
can hold thee,aſae thy mother knaue what cunning J haue to eaſe 
a woman when a qualme of hindnefſe come to-neare her ſto⸗ 
macke ? Let me but claſpe mine armes about her bovie and ſate 


my pꝛaiers in her boſome,and ſhe ſhall be err | 
Rada. Traitoz vato my Pzincely Pareſtie, 


Yow dar it thou late thy hands vpon a King ? + 

Samia. No Traitoꝛ Radagon, but true is he, a 
Nhat hath pꝛomotion bltared thus thine cye, 13 
To ſcoꝛne thy father when he viſits the: 'T: » 


Ah-laſſe my ſonne behold with ruthfull eyes, 
Why parents robd of all their wo2lvly weale, 
By ſubtile meanes of Aſurie and guile, 
The Judges eares are deaffe and ſhut vp cloſe, . 
All mercie ſleepes, then be thou in theſe plundges 3. 
A patron to thy mother in her paines, 
Behold thy bꝛother almoſt dead fo; fwbe, 
Oh ſaccour vs,that firſt did ſuccour thee. 
Rada, What ſuccour me, falſe callet hence auant ? 
Old dotard pack, moue not my patience, 
J know pou not, Bings neuer loke ſo low, 
Samia. Vou know vs not. Oh Radagon pou know, 
That knowing vs, von know your parents then, 
Thou knowſt this wombe firlt bzought ther foꝛth to light, 
J know theſe paps did foſter the my ſonne. 
Alcon. And know be hath had manyapece of zeads het | 
at my hands,as p2oud as he is,that know J, 
Thracib. I waight no hope of ſuccours in this place, 


' 
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and 


_ czen hl te ater imiſrce 


Parthall why — men ang. 

That thus diſturbe dur ropall air ſtieee. T 
_— other Iſertis a wongzous thing 

From baſe t ſtate foz to become a king: 7 

| Foz why merthinke my bzother inthe its, 


| And teare their twngs from — heads.” | 
Thraſi. Ne gre ne gn AY grin] 


| and peruerſe, 
Ale fill the heanens'with ecchoes of thy pꝛide, 
And ring incuery care thy (mall regard, 
—— parents in their wants, 
And bzeathing fozth my ſoule befoze thy fete, 
curſes ſtill ſhall haunt thy batcfull head, 
being dead,my gholk ſhall thee parse. | 


Enter Raſni King of Afſiriaattended on y his | 
ſooth- Ayers and Kings. 
Raſni, Yow nom, what meane theſe outeriesin our Court? 
Eat mateth Rape opalonate? 
| Samia, Juſtice O Ring, iuſtice againſt my ſonne. 
Raſni. Thy ſonng : what ſonne ? 
f Sama. This curſed Radagon, 
Rada. Dzcan Ponarch;theoto bat iunarie, 
dd hich gricfe and want hath bzought the woman to, 
. es”; — 


Samia, 
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amis. Oh polliticke ur ſinne and wickedneſſe, A 
Tot fo2 to delude thy Pꝛinee. 
Dh Raſni this ſame wombe firſt bzought himfwzth, 
This is his father, wozne witheare and age, 
This is his bꝛother pe vnhaphie lad, 
And J his mother, though conte mm d b him, 
TUith tedious tople we got our litle god, 
And b:ought him vp to ſchole with mickle charge: 
Lo2d how we ioy d to ſee his towardneſle, ? | 
And to our ſelues we oft in ſilence ſaid, | 
This youth when we are old may ſuctour vs. 
But now p2cferd and lifted vp by thee, 
Ade quite deſtroyd by curſed vſurte, 7 ' 
De ſcoꝛneth me, dis father, and this childe. 
Cleſi. He plaics the Serpent right, deſcrib d in v 
That ſought the Foſters death that lately gaue him li 
Alcon. Ray and pleaſe pour Patefti-ſhip, foz pzote he was my 
childe,ſearch the pariſh boke,the Clarke wil ſweare it, his gods 
fathers and godmothers can witneſſe it, it coſt me foztie pence in 
——— — 27 
thouſhalt neuer nzoze haue my bieing. | 
" Herkeshio apar. | 


Raſni. @ayſoth in ſecret Radagon, | 
Is this thy father ? N | 
Rada. Mightie King he is. 
I bluſhing, tell it to your aieſtie. 
Raſ. Thy dolt thou then conte mne him + his friends? 
Rada. Becauſe he is a baſe andabiectſwaine, 
\, By mother and her bꝛat both beggarly, 
Unmeete to be allied vato a King. 
Should J that loke on Raſnes countenance, 
Andmarchamidlt his ropall equipage, 
Embaſe my ſelfe to ſpcake to ſuch as they: 
Twere impious fo toimpaire the loue | 
That mightic Raſai beares to Radagon. 
I eats peer graze tapio que howto rour ſight 


That 


— ._...._._.. 7781. 

Raſni. J like thy pꝛide, IJ pzaiſe thy pollicie, f 
Such ſhould they be that wait vpon my Court. * 
Let me alone to anſwert ( Radagon.) 
Villaines, ſeditious traitoꝛs as you be, 
That ſcanvalize the honour of a King, 
Depart my Court you ſtales of umpudence, 
Unleſſe you would be parted from your limmes, 
Do baſe foz to intitle father-hod, 
To Raſnes friend, to fauonrite 

Rada. Yence begging (cold, hence caitine clogd with 
On paine of death reuiſit not the Court. (yeares, 
UUGas I conceiu'd by ſich a ſcuruie trull, 
Oꝝ bzought tolight by ſuch a lump of dirt 
Oo Lodſell trot it to the cart and 
— — 

a 

Alcon. You may ſe wife what « gaviy plecs of fwazhe you 
hane made, haue J tought you A , as additiori multiplica- 
run, the rule of thate, and all fog the begetting of a boy,and to be 
1 D pittifull hearing. Come Clefiphon 


Ke = tk when d 
Eee Alcon, Cleſiphon. 


Radagon, Hence baſtard boy fozfears you taſte the whip, 
Samia. Oh all you heauens,and pou eternall powers, 
That ſway the ſwoꝛd of iuſtice in your hands, 

It mothers curſes foz her ſonnes contempt, 
fill the ballance of pour furie full) | 
wze dolvne the tempeſt of your direfull plagues, | 
Upon the head of curſed Radagon. 


Vpon this ſhe departeth, and e 
We — — 
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Raſni, What exoqciſing deni an hateful ha; 
Vath rauiſhed the pꝛide af my delight: 
Ahat toztuous planets, 02 maleualent 
Conſpiring power,rcpining deſtenie | wil 
Vath made the concaue of the earth uncloſe; 1:: 1117 |, + 
And ſhut in ruptures loueiy Radagon? 122 
If J be Loꝛd- commander of the cloudes, | 
Ling of the earth, and Doueraigne of the ſeas, . 
What daring Saturne from his ſterie denne, | | 
Doth dart theſe furious flames amidſt my Court 
J am not chieke, there is moꝛe great then J, Tri 
That greater then Th aſſirian Satrapos ?: 
It map not be, and yet I feare there „ 9 Fn 
That hath bereft me of my Radagon 
Soothſaicr. Monarch and Potentate ofall our Pzouinces, | 
Pulſe not ſo much vpon this artident, ta Heil.“ 
Mhich is indeed nothing miraculous, | N ichn | 
The hill of Scicely,dzead Soueraianc, | * ö 
Sometimc on ſodaine doth euacuate, | | 
hole flakeg offtre; and ſpues out [rom below: - 1 
The ſmdaltie bꝛands that Vulueus bellowes daine, e 
Whether by windes incloſed in the earth, öl 
D2 fracture of the earth by riuers ſoꝛce, 
Duch chances as was this, are often (ene, 
MA hole Cities ſuncke, whole Countries d;owned quite, 
Then mule not at the loſle u. 1 ao 
But frolicke with the dalliante of pour lou. 
Let cloathes of purple ſet with unden vf gold, 
Embelliſhed with all the pꝛide of earth, 
Be ſpꝛed foꝛ Aluida to ſit vpon, 1 116 75.648 
Then thou like Mars courting the quenc of loue, 
Mut dꝛiue away this melancholy fit. 
Raſni. The p2wfe is god and philoſophicall, 
And moze,thy tounſaile plauſible andſweete, 


Come Lo2ds,though Raſni wants his Radagon, 
Carth will repaie dum many Radagons,. - = 


' and not loue but ſhe mult crit it out at the Croſle , know 
can ſhe ſhe 7 F 


Fee 
And Aluida with pleaſant lokes reuiue, 
Che heart that dzoupes foz want of 


Ou. When diſobedience ra inthe childe, 

And Princes eares b Raney equi: . 

When lawes do paſſe by fauour,not by truth, 

— — 0 we 

When gold is made a god to wrong the poore, 

When men by wit do labour to diſproue, 

Jhe pages IS 
mens cares Are to aduice, 

r pag. rene 

Woe to the land, for from the Eaſt ſhall riſe, 

A lambe of peace, the ſcourge of vanities. 

The iudge of truth, the patron of the iuſt, 

Who ſoone will Jae preſumption in the duſt, 

And give the humble their hearts deſire, 

And doome the worldlings to cternall fire. 

R all you that heare, for feare of plagues, 

O this and more doth ſ warme in thee, 


Repent, repent, tor why the Lord doth ſee, 
With pray, and mend what is amiſſe, 
The {\woerd of mſtice drawne alreache is. 


* 


her neaſt. | 
Wife. Thy Adam cannot a woman winke but ſhe mult ſleep, 
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Adam, Jlone thee as my ſelfe , now that ws are together in ſa⸗ 
cret. 

Clown. il. theſe woꝛds of yours are like to a For taile placed 
in a gentle womans Fanne, which as it is light, lo it gineth life, 
Oh theſe wo2ds are as ſweete asalilly, wheruponoffering a bo- 
rachio of kiſſes to pour vnſemly perſonage,J entertaine you vp⸗ 
on further acquaintance. 

Wife. Alaſſe my huſband comes, 

Clowne. Strike vp the dzum,and ſay no woꝛds but mum. 

Smith. Sirrha you, and vou huſwile, well taken togither, J 
haue long ſuſpected vou, and now J am glad J haue foumd you ta- 


gither. 

Clowne. Truly ſir, and Jam glad that Jmay do you any way 
pleaſure, either in helping you o2 my miltrefle, 

Smith. Boy here, and knaue you ſhall know it tratght,J wil 
— 1-1 ey and there haue you ſurely 
puni 

Clone. Why then maiſter you are tealous? 

Smith, Jelous knaue,how can I be but iealoua, to ſe you ener 
ſo familiar togither ? Thou art not only content to vzinke away 
my gods, but to abuſe my wife. 5 

Clowne. Two god quallities,dzunkennefſe and leachery,but 
maiſter are vou iealous: 

Smith, I knaue and thou ſhalt know it ere I paſſe, foz J will 
beſwindge ther while this roape will hold. 

Wife. My god huſband abuſe him not, foz he neuer poffered 
you any w2ong, 

Smith. Nay whoze, thy part ſhall not be behinte. 

Coyne. Why ſuppoſe maiſter J haue offended you, is it latu- 
full fo the maiſter to beate the ſeruant foz all offences 2 

Smith. I marry is it knaue, 

Clowne. Then maiſter wil I pꝛoue by logicke,that ſing all 
ſinnes are to rece iue cozrection, the maiſter is to be cozrected of 
the man, and ſir J pꝛap you, what greater ſinne is, then iealouſie: 


tis like a mad dog that fo2 anger bites himſelſe. Therefoze that 
I may doe my dutie to you god maiſter, and to make a white 


N — — - — - = wy — —— — — — — 


and 
ſonne of vou, J will fo beſwinge out of you,as you ſhall 
loue me the better while pou line, 

Smith. What beate thy maiſter knaue ? 

Clowne. That beat thy man knaue ? and I maiſter, and dou- 
ble beate you, becauſe you are a man of credite,and therfoze haue 
at you the faireſt fo; foztie pence. | 

Smith, Alaſſe wite, help,helpe,my man kils me, 

Wife. Nay,cuen as you haue baked ſo bzue,iealouſie muſt bs 
dziuenout by extremities, 

Clowne. And that will J do,muftrefle. 

Smith, Hold thy hand Adam, and not only J fo:giue and ſoz⸗ 
get all, but J will giue ther a god Farme toline on, 

Clowne. Begone out of the compaſſe of my further 
wzath,foz Jam a cozrectoz of vice,and at night I wil bzing home 
my miſtreſſe. 

Smith. Euen when you pleaſe god Adam. 

Clowne, When I pleaſe,marke the woꝛds, tis a leaſe paroll, 
„ foz euer, and ſo lets go to 


Oſeas. Where ſeruants gainſt maiſters do rebel, 
The Common-weale may be accounted hell, 
For if the feete the head ſhall hold in ſcorne, 
The Cities ſtate will falland be forlorne. 
This error London, waiteth on thy ſtate, 


Exeunt, 


Seruants amend,and maiſters leaue to hate, 
Let loue abound,and vertue raigne in all, 
So God will hold lus hand that thrall, 


Enter the Merchants of Tharſus, the M. of the ſhip, ſome 
Sailers, wet from ſea, with them the Gouer- 


nour of Ioppa 


Gouer. Iop. What ſtrange encounters met youon the ſea? 
That thus your Barke is battered by the flouds, - 
B ah 


— — — 


— — 
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Mer. Moſt mightie gouernoꝛ the chance is ſtrange, 
The tidings full of wonder and amaze, 
Thich better then we, our P. can repoꝛt. 

Gouer. P. diſcourſe vs all the accident. 

M. The faire T riones with their glimmering light 
Smil'd at the fate of cleare Rootes a ratne, 
And in the w2ath diſtinguiſhing the houres, 
The Load ſtarre of our courſe diſpearſt his cleare, 
When to the ſeas with blithfull weſterne blaſts, 
TAc ſaild amaine, and let the bowling flte : 
Scarce had we gone ten leagues from ſight of land, 
But lo an hoaſt of blacke and ſable cloudes, 
And with a hurling noyſe from foꝛth the @outh, 
A guſt of winde did reare the billowes vp, 
Then ſcantled we our ſailes with ſperdie hands, 
And toke our dꝛablers from our bonnets ſtraight, 
And ſeuered our bonnets from the courſes, 
Dur topſailes vp, we truſle our ſpꝛitſailes in, 
But vainly ſtriue they that reſiſt the heauens. 
Fo; loe the waues incence them moꝛe and moze, 
Pounting with hidcous roarings from the depth, 
Our Barke is battered by incountring ſtozmes, 
And welny ſtemd by bꝛeak ing of the flouds, | 


The ſteers-man pale, and carefull holds his helme, 
Wohereinthe truſt of life and ſafetie laie, 
Tall all at once(a moztall tale to tell) 
Dur ſailes were ſplit by Biſas bitter blaſt, 
Dur rudder b2oke and we bereft of hope, 

There might von ſee with pale and gaſtly lakes, 
The dead in thought, and dolefull merchants lifts, 
Their eyes and hands vnto their Countries Gods, 
— — caſt in bowels ol the ſea, 

acrifice to ſwage pꝛoud Neptunes ire, 
Onelp alone a man of Iſraell, 


A paſſenger, did vnder hatches lie, 
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and England. 

And llept ſeture, when we foz ſuccour : 

Vim awake, and ſaid why thou: 

Ariſe and pꝛa, and call vpon thy God, 

Ve will in pitie loke on vs. 

Then caſt we lots to know by whoſe amiſle 

Tur miſchiefe come, actoꝛd ing to the guiſe, 

And loc the lot did vnto lonas fall, 

The Iſraelite of whom I told you laſt, 

Then queſtion we his Country and his name, 

Tho anſwered vs, J am an Hebzuc bozne, 

TUho feare the Lozd of heauen,who made the ſea, 

And fled from him foz which we all are plagu'd, 

So to aſſwage the furie of my God, 

Lake me and caſt my carkaſſe in the ſca, 

Chen ſhall this ſtozmy winde and billow ceaſe. 

Che heauens they know, che Yebzues God can tell, 

How loth we were to execute his will: 

But when no Dares noꝛ labour might ſuffice, 

We heaned the hapleſſe Ionas ouer · bond. 

Do teaſt the ſtozme,and calmed all the ſea, 

And we by ſtrength of cares retouered ſhoare. 
Gouer. A wonderous chance of mighty conſequence, 
Mer. Ah honozed be the God that wzought the ſame, 

Foz we haue vowd, that ſaw his wonderous wozkes, 

Co caſt away —_— 

And count the the onely 

To him this offering of the pureſt gold, 

This mirrhe and Caſcia freely J do yeeld, 
M. And on his altars perfume theſe Turkie clothes, 

This gaſſampine and gold ile ſacrifice. 

Sailer, To him my heart and thoughts J will addict, 

Then ſuffer vs moſt mightie Gouernour, 

Mithin your Temples to do ſacriſice. 

Goucr. You men of Tharſus follow me, 


ESSE © 
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Oſeas, If warned once, the Erhnicks thus repent, 

And at the firſt their errour do lament : 

What ſenſleſle beaſts denoured in their ſinne, 

Are they whom long perſwations cannot winne. 
Beware ye weſterne Cities where the word 

Is daily preached both at church and boord: 

Where maieſtie the Goſpell doth maintame, 

Where Preachers for your good, themſelues do paine. 

Todally long, and ſtill protraft the time, 

The Lord is iuſt, and you but duſt and ſume: 

Preſume not far, delaie not to amend, 

Who ſuftcreth long, will puniſh in the end. 

Caſt thy account 6 London in this caſe, 


Then mdze what cauſe thou haſt, to call for grace. 


Ionas the Prophet caſt out of the Whales 
belly vpon the Stage. 

Jonas, Loꝛd of the light, thou maker of the wozld, 
Be hold thy hands of mercy reares me vp, 
Loe from the hidious bowels of this fiſh, 
Thou haft returnd me to the wiſhed aire, 
Koe here apparant witneſſe of thy power, 
The pꝛoud Lemathan that ſcoures the ſeas, 

And from his noſth;zils ſhowꝛes out ſtozmy flouds, 

TUhoſc backe reſiſts the tempeſt of the winde, 

Whoſe pꝛeſence makes the ſcaly tropcs to ſhake, 

With humble ſtreſſe of his bzoad opened chappes, 

Path lent me harbour in the raging flouds, 
Thus though my fin hath dzawne me down to death, 
Thy mercy hath reſtoꝛed me to life, 

Bow ye my knees,and you my baſhfull eyes, 

. TWepeſo foꝛ gricie,as you to water would: 

In trouble Lo2d J called vnto thee, 
Dut of the belly of the deepeſt hell, 
I cride,and thou divlt hears my voice © Cod: 
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and Eng land. ea 
Tis thou hadſt caft me downs into the dakpe, 
Che ſeas and flouds did compaſſe me about, 
I thought A had bene caſt from out thy ſight, 
Che weeds were wzapt about my wzetchedhead, 
I went vnto the of the hilles, 
Bat thou D Lo2d my God halt bzought me 
On ther I thought when as my ſoule did 
My pꝛaiers did befoze thy mercy ſeate. 
Then wall J pate my vowes vnto the Lozd, 
Foz why ſaluation commeth from his thzoane, 


— he to 
And pꝛeach to them the p;cachings that Jbad: 
Paſte ther to ſ& the will of heauen perfoznr'd, 


Jonas. Ichowh den bebt all 
What coalt is this, and where am J arriu d: 
Behold ſweete Licas ſtreaming in his boundes, 


But lo thy ſinnes haue pierced though the cloudes, 
Here will J enter boldly, ſince A know 
Pr God commands, whole power no power reſiſts, 


Oſeas, You Prophets Tay is lane how to live, 


R our ſirmes, whilſt he doth warming 
U —— — 


Shall ſuffer many ſtripes full well I wot. 
Enter Aluida in rich attire,with the King of 
Cilicia,her Ladies, 
Aluida. Ladies go it you done amidſt this bowze, 


And let the Eunickes plaie you all a eepe; 
Put gar lands made of Roles on your heads, - And 


A ee CE 
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Ad plaic the waatons whrlfk I talke a while, 
Lady. Chou beautifull of all the void, we will. 
| Enter the bowess. 

Aluid. King of Cihcia, kind and turtious, 
Like to thy ſcifc,becauſc a lonely ing, 
Come laie ther downe vpon thy miſtreſle knee, 
And J will ſing and talke of lone to thee, 

King Ci. Holt gratious Paragon of excellence, 

It fits not ſuch an abiect Pꝛince as J, j 
To talke with Raſnes Paramour and lone. 

Al. To talke ſweet friend: who wold not talke with 
Oh be not coy,art thou not only faire ? — 
Come twine thine armes about this ſnow white 
A loue : neſt fo; the great Aſſirian King, 

Bluſhing I tell thæ faire, Cilician Pzince, 
None but thy ſelfe can merit ſuch a grace. 

K. Ci. Padam J hope you mean not foꝛ to mock me: 

Al. No king, faire king my meaning is to poke thee, 
Heare me but ſing of loue, then by my ſighes, 
Py teares, my glauncing lokes, my changed cheare, 
Chou ſhalt perceiue how J do hold ther deare. 

K. Ci. Sing Madam if you pleaſe, but lone in ieſt, 


Song, 
Beautie alaſſe where waſt chou borne? 
Thus to hold thy ſelfe in fcorne : 
When as Beautie kiſt to wooe thee, 
Thou by Beautie doeſt vndo mee, 
Heigho,deſpiſe me not. 
I and thou in ſooth are one, 
Fairer thou, I fairer none: 
Wanton thou, and wilt thou wanton 
Yeeld a cruell heart to plant on? 
Do me right, and do me reaſon, 
Crueltie is curſed treaſon. 
cigho,and yet he cies me not. King. 


ores 
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8 and 
King. Madam pour ſong is . 

ol them — 2 
= — — 


I loue my Raſtũ fozmy dignitie. | | 

Jloue Cilician King foz his ſwete eye. 

opt ob rent ———— 

But mbze J loue this kingly litle wozld. Embrace him, 
wſwete lokes? Dh were J Cinthias Phecre, | 


thou J ſhould hold thee deere; 


Thus ſhould mine armer be ſpzedabout thy necke. 
Embrace his necke. 

Thus would J kill why lone at onorybocks, — 

Thus would J ſigh to li thee ſwetly licepe : 

And if thou wakeſt not ſone, thus would wipe. 

And thus, and thas,and hus: nomad A lane 8. an 

K1 
King, Fon all theſe vowes,beſhz0w me if A pzoue you : 
Py faith vnto my King ſhall not be falc'd, 


_ 'Fanam denen Bing apponieth when they are crau'd? 

ing. Padam d our 

Alui. Zhou art Endimion,then no moze,heigho 63 him Jie, 

Faints, Point at the king of Cihcia. 
Enter Raſni — N 

That ailes the Center of 

ZUhereon depends the heanen of my delight? 

Thane eyes the motozs to command my wozld, 

Thy hands the axier to maintaine my wozld. 

Thy (miles, the pꝛime and ſpzing- ide of n woꝛld. 

Thy frownes,the winter to afflic the wo2ld. 

Thou Nueene of me, I King of all the wozld. 

Alu. Abfeble eyes lift vp and loke on him, She riſeth as out 


| Js Nn here? then tzoupe no mer poze hart N 


| 
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© how I fainted when J wanted ther: | 


Vow faine am J, now J may le on thee? 
Vow gloꝛious is my Raſni 2 how dinine ? 
Eunules play himmes, to pꝛaiſe his deitie ; 
He is my louc,and J his Iuno am. 

Raſm. Sun bꝛight, as is the eye of ſommers day, 
hen as he ſutes Spenori all in gold, 
To woe his Leda in a ſwanlike ſhape. 
Semely as Galbocia foz thy white: 
Roſe-coloured,lilly,louely,wantongkinde, 

Be thou the labozinth to tangle loue, 
Whit J command the crowne from Venus creſt; 
And pull Onoris girdle from his loines, 

Enchaſt with Carbunckles and Diamonds, 

To beautifie faire Aluida my loue. 

Play Cunukes,ſing in honour of yer name, 
Pet loke notflaues vpon her woing eyne, 
Foz ſhe is faire Lucina to yoar king, 
But fierce Meduſa to pour baſer ce. 
Alui. TWhat if A lept, where ſhould my pillow be: 
Raſni. TWithin my boſome Nunph,not on my kner, 
Slcpe like the (miling puritie of heauen, 

- Whenmildeft wind is loath to blend the peace, | 
Þeane-while thy balme ſhall from thy bzeath ariſe, 
And while theſe cloſares of thy lampes be ſhut, 
My ſoule may haue his peace from fancies warre. 
This is my Morane,and J her Cephatus, 

Make not to ſone ſweete Nimph,my loue is wonne: 
Catnics why ſtaie your ſtraines,why tempt you me: 


(Embrace him, 


Enter the Prieſt of the ſunne,vvith the miters on 
their heads, carrying fire in their hands. 

. Pꝛieſts why pzeſume you to diſturbe my peace? 
Priclt, Ralui, the deſtinies diſturbe thy peace, 


Behold 


mn. Gods, N [let 

Our mightie Oods the patrons ot our warre. | 

Che ghoſt of dead men howling walke about, 

Crying Ve, Ve, wo to this Citie woe. u 

The ſtatutes ot our Gods are thzowne downe, 

And ſtreames of blodour altars do diſtaine. 
Aluida. Ab-laſſe my Lozd what tivingsd0 I heare | 


She ſtarteth, | 
Raſni. TUho tempteth Aluida? | 
— bas at 552 ako mr nf 
Aud binde me curſed Morpheus inachaine, 
And letter all the fancies of the night, 
Becauſe they do diſturbe my Aluida, 7 | | 
2 . ins ſword, 
Be hold dead —ͤ—— 
ene 7 | 


Matters betokening dangers to thy foes, - 1 
But and hongur to my Loꝛd the King, - N 4 
1. Then frolicke Aiceroies, Aings + 
——— 2. | 
Paeſts p2ay,whillt I pꝛepare my 1 70 5 
Where Alads and —ʒ—mE— Nun t 4 71 
Nn | 


;} $4446] 
Ofſeas, beate 


In wedocks that yerkd but litle truſlt. 
n G 2 Thas 
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That vow to one, yet common be to all, | 
Take _ 1 will mo _— 
Woe to the land w warnings 

Who ſay that nature, Gods decrees hath 
VV ho build one fate, and leaue the corner ſtone, 
The God of Gods, ſucete Chnit the onely one. 
If ſuch eſcapes 6 London in thee: 
Repent, for why each fan ſhall puniſhe bee. 
Repent,amend the houre is nie, 


Defer not time, — when he ſhall dic? 


Enters one clad in diuels attire alone. 
Longer liues a merry man then a ſad,and becauſe A meane tos 
make my ſelfe pleaſant this night, I haue put my lelfe into this 
attire, to make a Clowne afraid that paſſeth this way: foz of late 
there haue appeared many ſtrange apparitions,to the great fear 
and terro2 of the Citizens.Dh here my maiſter comes, 
Enters Adam and his mi 

Adam. Feare not miftrefle,ile bzing you ſafe home, i my mai⸗ 
ſter frowne, then will J ampe and tare, andifall be not well 
/ 1 0g ener 
VVite. Dh but Adam, J amafraidts watke Þ late becauſe of 
the ſpirits that appeare in the Citie, 
* — What are you afraid of ſpirits, 


armde as Jam, with 


alone, the mough, if he 
neſtie at all in him, Ile either win him with math tale, os elſe 
— — 22 , 


| The Diuell fings here. 
. —— — 
Oh, oh, oh, oh. 


Clowne, Surely this is a merry dinell, and I beleue he ia 
one 


. SUIELGTED Bn an) | 


| and England. 
— — by a ſweete doice, now ſurely, 
apaire of Tongs anda . 

—— Db thou art he that Jſ#ke foz, Saks 
, ne. Spritus ſantus, away from me ſatan, nothing 
to do with thee, TD 
— TON 

Nominus | me from | 

thee to tell me who thou art ? 1 

Diuell. J am the ſpirit of the dead man that was ſiaine in thy 
company when we were dꝛunke togither at the Ale. | 

Clown. By my troth ſir, J cry you mercy, your face is ſo chan- 
ged. that J had quite fozgotten vou, well maiſter diuell we haue 
toſt ouer many a pot of Ale togither. [22] | 
Dwell. And thcrefoze muſt thou go with me to hell, 
Clowne. J haue a pollicte to ſhift him, foz J know he comes 
out of a hote plate, and I know my leife,the Smith and the diuel 
hath a die twthin his head, therefoze will J leaue him a ſlæpe 
and runne my way. 

Diuell. Come art thou readie. 

Clowne. Faith ſir my old friend, and now godman diuell, vou 
— 

, you, will you a 

Ale now at my hands, hell is ky La oper 


Clowne, Yu know A am a @mith fir , let me loke whether 
you be well ſhod oz no, foz if you want aſhoe, a remoue , oz the 
ofa naile, J am at your camnand. 

Thou haſt neuer a ſhoe fit foz mm. 

Clowne, Why fir, we ſhoe hozned beaſts as well as you, Dh 
god Lo2d let me fit downe andlaugh,hath neuer a clouen fte, a 
diuell quoth he, ile vie ſpritus ſantus noz nominus patrus nomoze 
to him, J warrant you Ile do moze god vpon him with my cud- 
gell, now will I fit me downe and become Juſtice of peace to 


the dinell. 
© 3 Dwell. 


— — — 


—— 
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Diuell. Come art thou readie? 
Conne. J am readie. And with this cudgell J will coniure 


ther. 
Diuell. Oh hold thy hand, thou kilſt me, thou kilſt me. 
Clowne. Then may J count my ſelfc I thinke a tall man, that 
am able to kill a diuell. Now who dare dcale with me in the pa⸗ 
riſh, oꝛ what wench in Ninnne will not lone me, when they lay, 
there goes he that beate the duell. 


Enters Ihraſibulus. 


Thraſi. —— nay nr. ö A 
But lince neceſlitie will haue it ſo, 
(Necclitic it doth tommand the Gods) 
Thzough euerie toaſt and cozner now J pꝛie, 
To pilfer what J can to buy me meate. 
Pere haue A got a cloake not oner old, 
Which will af@2d ſome litle ſuſtenance, 
Now vall J to the bzoaking Uſnrer, 
To make exchange of ware foz readie coine. 
Alcon. CUife bid the Trumpets ſound a p2ize,a pipe, mark the 
poſie, I ct his from new married wife,vythehelpe af aha 
1 — 
Samia. The better lucke ours, but what haue we here, tall ap⸗ 
r 
it not bide on our hands. 
Thrafi. Yere art my partners in my pouertie, 
Inſoꝛt d to ſæ ke their ſoꝛtunes as J do. 
Ah-laſſe that fe we men ſhould poſſeſſe the wealth, 
And many ſoules be fozcdto begoz ſteale, 
Alcon well met. 
Alcon. Fellow begger whither now ? | 
Thraſi. To the Uſurer to get gold on tommoditie. 
Alcon. And J to the ſame place to get a vent foz my viltany, 
l where the olde cruſt comes, let vs lalute him, Cad frvelie 
may a man abuſe your patience vponapawne, — 
ell 


— — —— 
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Vſur. Conſul d in thought, oh wiither ſhall A wend ? (Exer, 
Thraſi. y conſcience cries that J haue done amiſſe, (Exer. 
Alcon. Oh God of yeauen,gainlt thee haue I offended, (er; 
Samia. Aſham'd of my miſdeeds, where ſhal J hide me? (Exer. 
Cleſi. Father methinks this wozd repent is god, 
He that puniſh diſobedience, | 
Doth hold a ſcourge foz euery pꝛiuie fault. (Exer. 


Oſeas. Looke London, look, wich inward cies behold, 
What leſſons the euents do here vnfold. 
Sinne growne to pride, to miſery is thrall, 
The warning bell is rung, beware to fall. 
Ye worldly men whom wealth doth lift on hie, 
Beware and feare,for worldly men mult dic. 
The time ſhall come, where leaſt ſuſpect remaines, 
The {word ſhall light vpon the wiſeſt braines. 
The head that deemes to ouer-top the skie, 
Shall periſh in kis humaine pollicie, 
Lo I haue ſaid, when I haue ſaid the truth, 
When will is law,when folly guideth youth. 
When ſhew of zeale is prank in robes of zeale, 
When Miniſters pole the pride of common-weale*- 
When lavy is made a laborinth of ſtrife, - 
When honour yeelds him friend to-yvicked life. 
When Princes heare by others cares their follie, 
When vſury is molt accounted holie. 
It theſe ſhall hap,as vvould to God they miglit not, 
The plague is ncare, I ſpeake although I vvrite not. 


Enters the Angell. 
Angell. Oſeas. Ang 


An. Goto hath thine cies peru theſe bine 

ie eies theſe hai 
Patefull vato the mightic Lozd of holes, my 
The time is come, their ſinnes are waxen ripe, 

And though the Loꝛd ſoze warnes, yet they repent not: 


. — — oe. — 
- — _—_— —— —— 


and England. 
Caſtome of firme hath harvned all their hearts, 
To purnſh all that line in Nine, 


- — EE 
As. The Lozd done , 
fe. Of taken away. 


Enten Raſm with his Viceroyes, Aluda and ber 
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Foz that he ſcoꝛnes the health of Aluida, 
K. Cill. That will J neuer do mp K. 
Cherefoꝛe with kauour, foꝛtune to your grace, 
Caroivſe vnto the health of Aluida, 
Raſm, Gramercy Loꝛding, here I take thy pledge. 
And Creete to ther a bowle of Grikiſh wine, 
Vere to the health of Aluida, 
Crecte, Let come my Lo2d, Jack ſcincker fil it full, 
A pledge vnto the health of heauenly Aluida. 
Raſm. Uaſſals attendant on our ropall feaſts, 
Dꝛinke pou J ſay vnto my louers health, 
Let none that is in Raſnes royal! Court, 
Oo this night ſafe and ſober to his bed. 
Enters the Clowne. 
Clowne. This way he is, and here will J ſpeake with him. 
Lord. Fellow, whither pꝛeſſeſt thou: 
Clowne, J pꝛeſſe no bodie fir, J am going to ſpeake with a 
friendof mine. 
Lord, Why flauc , here is none but the King and his Uice- 
ropes. fl 
omg The King, inarry ur he is the man J would ſpeaks 
Lord. Thy calſt him a friend ot thine? 
Clowne, A marry do I ſir, ſoꝛ if he be not my friend, ile make 
him my friend ere he and J paſſe, 
Lord. Away vaſſaile be gone, thou ſpeake vnto the King. 
Clowne. J marry will J fir,andifhe were a king of veluet, 
will talke to him. 
Raſni. Whats the matter there, what noyte is thats 
Clowne. A bene my Liege, a bone my Liege. 
Raſni. Whatis it that great Raſni will not graunt 
This day, vnto the meaneſt of his land? 
Jn honour of his beautious Aluida? 
Come hither ſwaine, what is it that thou craueſt ? 
Clone. Faith ſir nothing, but to ſpeake a fewe ſentences to 
rour wozlhip, | 


th 
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and 
Gn — haue heard of the ſpirits that walke 
wn. Jam you 

inthe Citie here. — yo 

Raſni, J,what of that: 

Clown. Truly fir, J haue an ozation to tel you of one of them, 
and this it is, 
Alu. 12———ů— 0 
a diſeaſe that often troubles me, but alaſſe eaſily mended, a cup 
ef Ale, oz a cup of wine, will ſerue the turne. 
Alu. Fill him a bowle,and let him want no dꝛinke. 
Clown, Dh what a pzetious wozd was that, and let bim want 
no dzinke. Mell ſir, now ile tel vou fa2th my tale: Mir as I was 
comming alongſt the pozt rynale of Ninivie , there appeared to 
me a great diuell, and as hard fauoured a dinell as euer I (aw ; 
nay fir, he was a cuckoldly dinell,foz he had hoznes on his head, 
This diue ll, marke younow , pꝛeſſeth vpon ne, and ſir indeed, 
I charged him with my pike ſtaffe, but when would not ſerue, 
J came vpon him with yu ſautuu, why it had bene able to haue 
put Lucifer out of his wits, when I ſaw my charme would not 
peny-wozth of Juni- 


ſerue, J was in ſuch aperpleritie, that ſire 
per would not haue made the place ſwerte 

Alu. Aby fellow weart thou ſo afraid? - 
Clowne, Dh miſtrefle had you bene there and ſene, his verie 
ſight had made you ſhift a cleane ſmocke, J pꝛomiſe you though 
I were a man and counted a tall fellow, yet my Landzeſſe calde 


tale. | Ig + $1510) =_—T | 

Clowne. Faith ſir, but J remember a woꝛd that my miſtrefle 
your bed fellow ſpoake. 

Raſni. What was that fellow? | 

Clowne. Dh ſir, a woꝛd of comfozt , a pzetious wozd : and let 
him want nz dzinke, * 1.321 1558 | 

Raſni, Yer. wozd is lawe :; and thou ſhalt want ns 

06121133! 0 2 Clowns 
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Clowne, Then ſir, this diuell came vpon me and would not 
be perſwaded but he would needs carry me to hell, J p2offered 


him a cup of Ale, thinking becauſe he came out of ſo hotte a place 
that he was thirſtie, but the diuell was not dzie, and therfoze the | 


moze ſozie was J, well, there was no remedie but Jmuſt with 
him to hell, and at laſt J caſt mine eye aſive,if you knew what A 
ſpied you would laugh, fir J tant from top to toe, and he had no 
clouen fete. Then Jruffled vp my haire, and ſet my cap on the | 
one ide, g ſir grew to be a Juſtice of peace to the diuel. At laſt in 

a great fume,as I am very chollozicke, and ſometime ſo hotte in 
my faſtin fumes that no man can abide within twentie pards of 
me, I ffart vp, and ſo bombaſted the diuell, that fir he cried out, 

and ranne away, 

Alu. This pleaſant knane hath made me laugh my fill. | 
Raſni,now Aluida begins her quatfe, | 
And dzinkes a full carouſe vnto her King. 

Raſni. A pledge my loue, as hardie as great Ioue, 
Dꝛunke, when his Iuno heau d a bowle to him. 


How now ſirrha,how chere, we haue no wozds of voue 
Clown, Trulp fir, J was in a tzonne ſtudy about my milkrefle, 
Alui. About me fo2 what 
Clowne. Truly miſtreſſe , to thinke what a golden ſentence 

vou did ſpeake: all the philoſophers in the wozld could not haus 

ſaid moze:what come let him want no dzinke.Dh wile ſpeech, 
Alui, Uillaines why ſkinck pon not vnto this fellow ? 

Be makes me blythand merry in my thoughts. 

Beard pou not that the King bath giuen command, 

That all be d2unke this day within his Court, 

In quaffing to the health of Aluida? 

Enters Ionas. 
Ionas Repent, repent, ye men of Niniuic 

The Lozd hath ſpoken, and J do crie it out, 

There are as pet but foztie daies remaining: 

And then ſhall Nuuuie be onerthzowne. - | 

s ue 
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and England. 
Repent ye men of Niniuie, repent. 
Raſni. What fellow is this, that thus diſturbes our feaſts, 
ZUith outcries and alarams to repent. 
| Clowne. Oh fr, tis one godman Ionas that is come from le- 
richo, and ſurely J thinke he hath ſerne ſome ſpirit by the way, 
and is fallen out of his wits,foz he neuer leaues crying nightnoz 


Repent repent. 
Raſmi. Come hither fellow, what art, : from whence commeſt 


Jonas. Raſni,J am a of the Lozd, (chou? 
Sent hither by the mightie God of hoſtes, 
To cry deſtruction to the Niniuites, 


| O Ninwic thou harlot of the wozld, 


| And then ſhall Ninmaie be onerthzowne, 
Jonas. Diſturbe not him that ſent me, as ( 
| Let me pexfozme the meſſage of the Lozd. *Rafni, 


a eee 
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Raſni. My ſoule is buried in the hell of thoughts, E 
Ah Aluida,J loke on tho with ſhame, | 
Py Loꝛds on ſodeine fire their eyes on ground, | 
As if diſmayd to loke vpon the heauens, | | 


Vente Magi, who haue flattered me tn ſinne. 

Exes. His Sages. 
Hoꝛroꝛ of minde, diſturbance of my ſdule, | 
Makes me agaſt,foz Nimuies miſhap, 
1.020s ſæ p2oclaim'd,yeaſee it ſtraight pꝛoclaim d, 
That man and beaſt,the woman and her childe, 


: 


Foz foztie daies in ſacke and aſhes falt, 
Perhaps the Lozd will veeld and pittie vs, { 
Beare hence theſe wꝛetched blandiſhments of linne, 
And bꝛing me ſackcloth to attire pour King, | 
Away with pompe,my ſoule is full of woe: 
In pittie loke on Nimuie, O God, 
Exer. A man, 


Alui. Aſſaild with ſhame, with hozroz ouerbozne, | 
To ſoꝛrowes ſold, all guiltie of our ſinne. . 

Come Ladies come, let vs pzepare to pꝛap. 
Ah-laſſe,how dare we loke on heauenly light, 
That haue diſpiſde the maker of the ſame 2 
Yow may we hope fo2 mercie from aboue, 
That ſtill diſpiſe the warnings from aboue? 
Woes me, my conſcience is a heauie foe, 

O patron of the pwꝛe oppꝛeſt with ſinne, 
Loke,loke on me, that now foz pittie craue, 
Adaild with ſhame, with hoꝛroꝛ ouerboꝛne, | 
To ſoꝛzrow ſold,all guiltie of our ſinne. 
Come Ladies come, let vs pzepare to pzay, 


Excunt. 
Enter the Vſurer ſolus, with a halter in one 
hand, a dagger in the other. 
Vſurer. Groning in conſcience, burdened with my crimes, 
The hell of ſoꝛrow hauntes me vp and dowie.,. | 
| Tread 


— —— — 


—— — —— 


and England. 
Tread where J liſt,me-thinkes the bleeding ghoſtes 
Of thoſe whom my coꝛruption bzought to noughts, 
Do ſerue fo2 ſtumbling blocks befoze my ſteppes. 
The fatherleſſe and widow wꝛongd by me. 
The poꝛe oppꝛeſſed by my vlurie, 
Mer thinkes Iſe their hands reard vp to heauen, 
To crie ſoꝛ vengeance of my couetouſneſſe, 
Ahere ſo J walke, Ile ſigh and ſhunne my way. 
Thus am J made a monſter of the woꝛld, 
Vell gapes foz me, heauen will not hold my ſoule, 
Vou mountaines ſh2oude me from the God of truth, 
Pre-thinkes J ex him it to iudge the earth. 
See how he blots me out of the boke of life, 
Oh burthen moze then Atna that J beare, 
Couer me hilles,andſh2oude me from the Lozd, 
Swallow me Licas, ſhield me from the Lozd. 
Jn life no peace : each murmuring that J heare, 
Mer thinkes the ſentence of damnation ſounde s, 
Die repꝛobate, and hte thee hence to hell. 

the knife and rope. 
What fiend is this that temptes me to the death? 
eUhat is my death the harbour ol my reſt: 
They let me die: what ſecond charge is this ? 
Mer. chings J heare a voice amidſt mine cares, 
That bids me ſtaie: and tels me that the Lozd 
Is mercifull to thoſe that do 
Pay I repent? oh thou my 


ſoule? 
Thou maift repent, the Judge is mercifull, 
Yence toles of wzath,ſtales of temptation, 
Foz J will p2ay and ſigh vnto the Lo2d, 

In ſackcloth will A ſigh,and faſting pzay; 
OT oꝛd in rigoʒ loke not on my ũnnes. 


He fits him downe in fack-cloathes, his hands 
and cyes reared to beauen. 


— 
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Enters Aluida with her Ladies, with diſpiearſed lookes. 

Alui. Come mournfull dames late off your bꝛodzed locks, 
And on your ſhoulders ſpꝛed diſptearſed haires, 
Let voice of muſicke ceaſe, where ſozrow dwels. R 
Cloathed in ſackcloaths,figh your ũnnes with me, 

Bemone your pꝛide, bewaile your lawleſle luſts, 

With faſting moztific your pampered loines: 

Oh thinke vpon the hozrour of your ſinnes, 

Chink think, with me, the burthen of your blames, 

Moe to thy pompe, fal, e beautie, fading floure, 

Blaſted by age, by ſickneſſe, and by death. 

Woe to our painted cherkes, our curious oples, 
Our rich array, that foſtered vs in ſinne. | 
Moe to our idle thoughts that wound our ſoules, 
Oh would to God all nations might receiue, | | 
A god example by our greenous fall. 

Ladics. Pou that are planted there where pleafure dwels, 
And thinkes your pompe as great as Niniwes, 
ap fall foꝛ ſinne as Nine doth now. 

Alui. Mourne, mourne, let moane be all your melodie, 
And pꝛay with me, and J will pꝛay foz all. ; 

Lord, © Loꝛd of heauen fo2giue vs our miſdds. 

Ladics. O Loꝛd of heauen fo2gine vs our miſdæds. 

Vlurer. D Loꝛd of light fozgine me my miſderds. | 

Enters Raſmi, the Kings of Aſſiria, with his nobles >| 


in 
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K.Cilicia. Be not ſo ouercome with gricfe O King, | 
Leaſt pou endanger life by ſozrowing ſo, 
Raſm. King of Cilicia,ſhould I ceaſe my griefe, 

Cahere as my ſwarming ſinnes afflict my ſoule 2 | 


Uaine man know, this my burthen greater is, 
Chen cuery pꝛiuate ſubiect in my land: 

life hath bene a loadſtarre vnto them, 
Lo guide them inthe laboꝛinth of blame, 
Thus J haue taught them foz to do amiſle: 


Then 
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Then muſk J weepe my friend fo2 their amiſſe, 
The fall of Niniwe is wꝛought by me: 
J haue maintaind this Citie in her ſhame. 
NS 


then would tempt the heauens with my laments, 
And the thzoane of mercy by my lighes, 

K. Cil. Veauens are pꝛepitious vnto faithful pꝛaiers. 

Raſni. But after our repent, we muſt lament : 
Leaſt that a wozſer miſchiefe doth befall, 
Oh p2ay,perhaps the Lozd will pitie vs. 
Dh Godof truth both merciful and iuſk, 
Behold repentant men with pitious eyes, 
We waile the life that we haue led befoze. 
O pardon Lozd,O pitie Ninnue, 

(mes. O pardon Lozd, O pitie Niniuie. 

Raſni. Let not the Infants dallying on the tent, 

Foz fathers ſinnes in iudgement be oppzeft. 

K Ci. Let not the painfull mothers big with childe, 
innocents be puniſht fo2 our ſinne. 
ni. O pardon Lo2d,D pitie Ninmie. 

Ommes. O pardon Lozd,D pitie Niniuie. 

Raſni. O Loꝛd ot heauen, the virgins werpe to thee, 

The toue tous man fofte ſoꝛie fo2 his ſinne. 
The Pꝛince and poꝛe, all pꝛay beſoze thy thꝛoane. 
And wilt thou then be wzoth with Nine ? 

K.Cih. Gtue truce to pzaier O king. and re ſt a ſpacr. 

Raſni. Ciue truce to pꝛaiers, when times require no truce? 
No Pꝛinces no. Let all our ſubic as hie 
Unto our temples, where on humbled knees, 
mann, knen the temple O. 
Jonas. Chis is the — Lparhi 


Chat 
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That Niniuie ſhall quite be onerth;owire, 
This is the day of hoꝛroꝛ and miſhap, 
Fatal!l vnto the curſed Numuites. 
Theſe ſtately Towers ſhall in thy watery Lounds, 
Swift flowing Licas find their burials, 
Theſe pallaces the pꝛide of Aſſurs kings, 
Shall be the bowers of deſolation, 
Where as the ſollitary bird ſhall ſing, 
And Tygers traine their yong ones to their nett. 
O all ve nations bounded by the Meſt, 
Pe happie Jles where Pꝛophets do abound, 
Pe Cities famous in the weſterne wozld, 
Make Ninuie a pꝛeſident foz you, 
Leaue leaud deſires, leaue couctous delights, 
Flie vſurie, let whozedome be exilde, 
Leaſt you with Niniuic be ouerthzowne., 
Loe how the ſunnes inflamed toꝛch pꝛeuailes, 
Scoꝛching the parched furrowes of the earth, 
Here will J ſit me downe and fire mine eye 
Upon the ruines of yon wzetched towne, 
And lo a pleaſant ſhade, a ſpꝛeading vine, 
To ſhelter Ionas in this ſunny heate, 
What meanes my God, the day is done and ſpent, 
Lo2d ſhall my Pꝛophecie be bꝛought to nought? 
When falles the fire? when will the iudge be wzoth? 
I pꝛay thæ Lo2d remember what J ſaid, 
Then J was pet within my country land, 
Icbouah is to mercifull I feare. 
O let me llie befoze a P2ophet fault, 
Foz thou art mercifull the Lozvmy God, 
Full of compaſſion and of ſufferance, 
And doeſt repent in taking puniſhment. 
Why ſtaies thy hand?D Lozd firſt take my life, 
Befoze my Pꝛopheſie be hꝛought to noughts. 
Ah he is wꝛoth, be hold the gladlome vine 
That did defend me from the ſunny heate, 
3s — Ian a werpent. 


A Serpent deuoureth the vine. 
New 
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Now ſurious Phlegon triumphs on my bzowes, 
Aud heate pꝛeuailes, and I am faint in heart. 


Enters the 
Angell. Art thou ſo angry ? tell me why? 
lonas. Ichouah I with burning heate am plungde, 
And ſhadowed only by a lilly vine, 
Behold a Serpent hath deuoured it? 
And lo the ſunne incenft by Eaſterne winde, 
Afflicts me with Cariculer 
Would God that J might well J wot, 
Twere better J were dead, then reſt aliue. 
Angell, Ionas art thou ſo angry foz the vine 
lonas, Yea A am angry to the death my God. 
Angell. Thou haſt compaſſion lonas on a vine, 
which thou neuer labour didit beſtow, 
Chou neuer gaueſt it life 02 power to grow, 
But ſodeinly it ſpꝛung, and ſode inly dide. 
And ſhould not J haue great compaſſion 
On Nie the Citie ofthe wozld, 
Aherein there are a hundꝛed thouſand ſoules, 
And twentic thouſand infants that ne wot 
The right hand from the leſt,beſide much cattle. 
Oh Ionas,loke into their Temples now, 
And ſe the true contrition of their King: 
The ſabiecs teares,the ſinners true remoz(e. 
Then from the Lo2d pzoclaume a mercie day, 
Foz he is pitifull as he is tuft, 


I 


Exet Angelus. 
Ionas. I go my God to finiſh thy command, 

Oh who can tell the wonders of my Ood, 
©; talke his pꝛaiſes with a ſeruent tung. 
Ve b2ingeth downe to he ll, and lifts to heauen. 
He dꝛawes the yoake of bondage from the iuſt, 
And lokes vpon the Heathen with pitious exes: 
To hui all pꝛaiſe and honour be aſcribed, . 
On who can tell the wonders of my God, 
Ye makes the 5 


—— 
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The Alte to ſpeake, lo ſaue the Pꝛophets lie, 

The carth and ſea to yeeld increaſe foʒ man, 

TWho can deſcribe the tompaſſe of his power: 

Oz teſtiſie in termes his endlelle might? 

My rauicht ſpꝛight, oh whither doeſt thou wend | 

Go and p2oclaime the mercy of my God, 

Kelicue the carefull hearted Ninnutes, | 


S — — — 


And as thou weart the meſſenger of death, 
Go bꝛing glad tydings of recouered grace. 
Enters Adam ſolus, with a bottle of beere in one ſlop, 
and a great peece of beefe in an other. 
TUeli god man lonas, I would pou had neuer come from 1 

to this Country, you haue made me loke like a leane rib of 
beefe,o2 like the picture of lent, painted vpon a read · herings cob, 
Aalſe maiſters, we are commanded by the pꝛoclamation to faſt 
and pꝛay, by my troth J could pꝛettely ſo, ſo, away with pzaping, 
but fo: faſting, why tis ſo contrary to my nature, that J had ra⸗ 
ther ſuffer a ſhoꝛt hanging, then a long faſting. Parke me, the 
woꝛds be theſe, Thou ſhalt take no maner of fode foz ſo many 
dates, J had as leenc he ſhould haue ſaid, thou ſhalt hang thy ſelfe 
fo2 ſo many dates, And yet in faith J nerd not finde fault with the 
p2oclamation, fo: I haue a buttry, and a pantry, and a kitchen, a⸗ ö 
bout me, foꝛ pzofe, Ecce ſguum, this right ſlop is my pantry,be- | | 
hold a manchet, this place is my kitchin, foz loe a pete of beefe, 
Oh let me repeat that ſweet woꝛd againe : Foz loe a pete of beef, | 
This is my buttry, ſoꝛ ſex,ſe, my friends, to my great iop,a bot- | 
tle of berre. Thus alaſſe I make ſhift to weare out this faſting, 
I dꝛiue away the time, but there go Searchers about to ſ&ke if 
any man bꝛeakes the Kings command. Oh here they be, in with 
pour victuals Adam, | 

Enters two Searchers. 


I, Searcher. How duly the men of Nine keep the paoclama⸗ 
tion, how are they armde to repentance:we haue ſearcht thzough 
the whole Citie 4 haue not as yet found one that bꝛeaks the faſt, 

2, Scar. The ſigne of the moze grace , but ſtate, here ſits one 
mer thinkes at his pꝛaiers, let vs ſo who it is. 

I, Scar. Tis Adam, the mithes man, how now Adam 

Adam, Trouble me not, theu ſhalt take no maner of * 


nt, ti — 


| beefe,and berre, where the King commanded vpon paine 
| none ſhould eate fo2 ſo many daics, no not the ſucking infant. 


dicus daret, why ſir, a bit to comfozt my ſtomacke. 
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faff and pꝛay. 

1, Scar, Yow denoutly he ſits at his ozyſons, but ffaie, mir⸗ 
thinkes J feele a ſmell offome meate oz bzead about him. 

2, Sear. Do thinkes me to, vou ſirrha, what victuals haue you 
about you 2 o 

Adam, Uictuals! Oh hozrible blaſphemie ! Hinder me not of 
my p2ater, no2 dziue me not into a cholloz, victailes! why harvſt 
thou not the ſentence,thou ſhalt take no fode but faſt and pꝛay⸗ 
2 meer uo I (mell meate 

Adam. About me my friends, theſe wo2ds are actions in the 
Caſe, about me, Nono:hang thoſe gluttons that cannot faſt and 
Pay. 
1, Sear. Mell, foʒ all pour woꝛds, we muſt ſearch vou. 

Adam. Search me, take herd what you do, my hole are my ca- 
ſtles, tis burglary if you bzeake ope a ſlop, no officer mult lift vp 
an iron hatch,take herde my flops are iron. 

2, Scar, Dh villaine — 


Adam. Alaſſe ſir, this is nothing but a modicum non nocet vt mo- 
1, Sear, Uillaine thou ſhalt be hangd foz it. ö ä 
Adam. Theſe are your wo2ds, J ſhall be hangd foz it, but firſt 

anſwer me to this queſtion, how many daies haue we to faſt ſtil? 

2, Sear. Fiue dates. 

Adam. Fiue vaics,a long time, then I muſt be hangd? 

I, Sear. I marry mult thou. 

Adam, Jam your man, I am fo2 you fir, fo: J had rather be 
hangd the abide ſo long a faſt, what flue daies:tome ile dntruſle, 
is pour halter and the gallowes, the ladder, and all ſuch furniture 
in readineſſe ? 

1. Sear, J warrant ther, ſhalt want none of theſe, 

Adam. But hcare pcu, muſt J be hangd? 

I, Scar. J marry, 


Ad.m. Andfo2 cating of meate,then friends,know ye by thele 


ſents, I will eate vp all my meate,anddzink vp all my dein, 
= it Mall ncuer be ts POE 
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1. Sear, Come away knaue, wilt thou ſtand feeding wou: 


Adun. If you be fo haſtie, hang your ſelfe an houre while J 
tome to vou, ſoʒ ſurely { will eate vp my meate, 
2. Sear, Come leta dꝛaw him away perfo2ce, 
Adam. Nou (ay there is fue dates yet to alk, theſe are your 
2. Scar, J ſir, (wo2ds, 
Adam, J am ſoz pou,come lets away,and pet let me be put in 
the Chꝛonicles. 
Enter Ionas, Raſin, Aluida,kings of Cilicia,others y attended 
lonas. Come carctull King,caff off thy werde a, 
Erchange thy cloudie lokes to ſmothed (miles, 
Thy teares haue piert d the pitious thzoane of grace, 
{Thy ſighes like Imence pleaſing to the Lo2d : 
Vaue bene peace-offerings foz thy fozmer pꝛide. 
Retoyce and pꝛaiſe his name that gaue thee peace, 
And vou faire Rymphs,vc louely Ninmites, 
Since pou haue wept and faſted fo2 the Lozd, 
He gratiouſly haue tempered his renenge, 
Be ware hencefw2th to tempt him any moꝛe, 
Let not the nicencfſfc of your beautious lokes, 
Fngraft in vou a high pꝛeſuming minde, 
Fo? thoſe that climbe, he caſteth to the ground, 
And they that humble be, he lifts alot. 
Raſni. Lowly ] bend with awfull bent of eye, 
Beloꝛe the dꝛead lchouah, God of hoſte, 
Deſpiſing all pꝛophane deuite of man, 
Thoſe luſtfull lures that whilome led aw2y, 
My wanton eyes ſhall wound my heart no moze: 
And ſhe whoſe vouth in dalliance J abuſ d, 
hall now at laſt become my wedlocke mate. 
Faire Aluida lołe not ſo woc be gone: - 
If fo2 thy ſiane thy ſoꝛrow do erceed, 
Bleſſed be thou, come with a holy band, 
Lets knit a knot to ſalue cur fozmer ſhame. 
Alu.. Vith bluſhing lokes betokening my remozſe- 
J lowlp veeld my ing to thy beheſt, 
Do as this man of Ood ſhall thinke it ged. 
Jonas, Woman,amends may ncuer come to late, 


The 


Ann 


and England. by Sj 
A will to pꝛactiſe godueſſe, vertueus, | | 
| Che Cod of heauen when ſinners do , | 
| Doth moze reiopce then in ten thouſand 
| Raſiu. Then witneſſe holie Pꝛophet bur 
Alu. Plight in the pzeſence of the Lozdthy 
Jonas. Bleſt may you be, lie to the flouring 
| That plate with gentle windes in ſommer tide, 


Like Oliue bzanches let your childzen ſpꝛed: 
Pines in loftie Libanon, * 


offence, 0 
And what thzough want from others J purloynd, 
O King, I p2offer foze thy thzoane ;, 
F Co be reſtoꝛd to ſuch as owe the ſame. 41 
Jonas. A vertuous ded pleaſing to God and man. 
Would God all Cities dzowned iu like ſhame, - 
Would take example of theſc Nimutes, 
Raſni. Such be the fruites of Ninimes repent, 
dealings be, 
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Come holie 
f Pr Court and Citie ſhall refozmed be, 


Exe unt. 
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Dwolne are thy bꝛowes with 


